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The Trade Neen by The American 
News Co., N. Y., or any of their Branches. 








To Artists and Photographers. 


We solicit sketches of noteworthy occurrences from per- 
sons of artistic ability in all parts of the United States. 
We also invite photographers in every section of the Union 
to forward us photographs of interesting events and of 
individuals prominently concerned in them. The matter 
should be forwarded to us at the earliest possible moment 
after the occurrence, and, if ‘acceptable, will be liberally 
paid for. Persons capable of producing such sketches, as 
well as photographers throughout the country, are respect- 
fully requested to send name and address to this office. 
This will on no occasion be published, unless desired, but is 
simply held as a guarantee of good faith. 











Answers to Correspondents. 

Parties who cannot obtain the Gazette from any news- 
dealer, when asked for, will confer a favor on the publisher 
by notifying us of that fact,and forwarding name and 
address of dealer. 

W. M. C., New York City.—Cannot offer any encourage- 
ment at present. 


Corresponpzxnt, Fort Sully, D. T.—Too late for this 
issue; will appear in our next. 


G. W. M., Fort Elliott, Tex.—Will use it next week; 
arrived as we are going to press. 


a. W. B., Covington, Ky.—Much obliged, but are unable 
to use it. Too late for this week and will] hardly keep 
until next. 


W. M. M., Urbana, I!l.—Regret our inability to illustrate 
it on account of press of matter. Much obliged for the 
attention. 


Frisxp, New York City.—Thanks; will probably pro- 
cure and publish them on the next occasion offering for 
their introduction. 


Cc. W. W., Jamestown, N. Y.—Much obliged for the effort, 
but casualties are not in our line unless of a more extra- 
ordinary character than the accidental drowning of an 
unfortunate swimmer. 


A. 8. H. Norristown. Pa.—Item noted in this issue; 
thanks; were obliged to reduce it considerably for want 
of space. Can you not obtain portraits of the parties? 


Blue T., Wauregan, Conn.—Quite an item in Wauregan, 
doubtless, but we can lay away over such a one-horse 
‘** mass?’ half a dozen times and repeat, almost any night 
in the week, in the lively Fourth ward of thiscity. 


MarsHat Brows, Asheville, N. C.—Thanks for the at- 
tention; matters published; ijlustrated the occurrence in 
our preceding issue. Paper will be sent as requested. 
Hope you will favor us similarly on occasion offering. 


R. B., St. Louis.—Can give no more general instructions 
than are conveyed in our answer to ‘* C. X. M.“ Do not 
think, however, that we should care for the article allu- 
ded to. The Globe-Democrat of your city published such a 
one afew days since, but it is of hardly more than local 
interest, especially as we have — the same facts 
in the order of their occurrence. 


A. M. G., Kingston, N. Y.—Do not want them at that 
price. The interest of the matter has died out for the 
present, except, perhaps, in the limited locality of the oc- 
currence. Further developments might renew that 
interest, though it does not at present look likely that any- 
thing will occur todo so. As it stands they are certainly 
worth no such price to any illustrated paper. 


C. X. M., Shelbyville, Ind.—We published portrait of the 
individual, with account of his doings sufficiently full for 
our columns, some months since, aud an account of his 
capture more recently. Should like to have anything of 
general interest not otherwise obtainable, and particular- 
ly sketches of scenes of occurrences of note, and portraits 
of persons concerned, for which we will pay according to 
the value to us. 


M. E. L., Boston.—We are sorry it occurs, but we are 
not responsible for it and cannot remedy the error. The 
Gazxttr is the only auttfentic illustrated police paper 
published.* All others professing that character are 
simply copyists, and feeble ones at that, of its style and 

etitle. The Gazerrx has no connection whatever with any 
such imitators. It is published, as it always has been, in 
this city only, the metropolis of the country, where it has 
had a healthy existence long enough for this fact and its 
proper address to become known to every person of 
average information in the country. All communications 
for it should be plainly addressed, as stated at the head 
of thiscolumn, ‘ Richard K. Fox, Proprietor National 
Police Gazette, 2, 4and6 Reade street, N.Y.” All ad- 
dressed otherwise must be at the risk of the sender. 


Henry A., Lock Box 97, Milwaukee, Wis:—Sorry you 
are so modest as to withhold your full:name, as we should 
be delighted to hold you up to the distinction you so rich- 
ly deserve; are surprised that modesty could form a con- 
*jituent part of such a character as yours. We cannot 
**put you on the track’’ of ‘‘obsene litarature” as you 
desire, but should be pleased to put the proper authorities 
ou the track of yourself, if you will afford us the facilities 
by sending your real name. A sojourn within the walls 
of a public correctiongl would be the most wholesome 
thing we can recommend for your case. You might there 
reform your beastly spelling, if you ceuld not reform your 
more beastly morals. As for us, however, we are not in 
the business of supplying mental pabulum for individuals 
of your type, whose minds are as foul as a turkey buz- 
zard’s-craw, and whose appetites, like that obscene feath- 
ered biped’s, contunually crave a supply of filth. 





A VERY PALPABLE MISTAKE. 
We are frequentiy in receipt of letters inquiring 
whether we have branch publications bearing a 
title more or less similar to our own, in other cities, 





| or informing us of mistakes, more or less serious 


to the writer, due to being misled by such simi- 
larity, for which we are asked to indemnify the 
loser. Of course we have no responsibility what- 
ever in the matter. Any one who supposes that the 
GAZETTE is, ever has been, or ever will be con- 
nected in any way, shape or form with any alleged 
illustrated police paper copying its name and 
style as far as practicable or possible, is entirely 
and most grievously mistaken. 

We ave put to much inconvenience and annoy- 
ance and to nota little loss through such mistakes 
being made. Subscriptions and other communt- 
cations intended for us continually go astray 
through a confusion of titles,resulting from mush- 
room imitations of the GAZETTE poaching upon 
its trade-mark, which encroachment upon its 
rights is, of course, intended t» pring about just 
this result of confusing the public and diverting 
its patronage. : 

As to those who make the error of forwarding 
their subscriptions to the wrong office, the case is 
indeed one of double hardship, inesmuch as they 
are not only out that amount of cash, but are 
obliged to endure a poor paper instead of enjoying 
a good one; unless, indeed, they wisely make the 
proper investment and procure the genuine ar- 
ticle. 

And yet we hardly know how to sympathize with 
them. The GAZETTE has been in existence so 
many years, and has become so thoroughly known 
in every town, hamlet and rural section of the 
Union, as the only first-class paper of its kind in 
existence, that we do not see how anyone can make 
such a mistake. More than. that, it has always 
been published in this city, the metropolis of the 
country and ite natural business and journalistic 
center, the only point from which an illustrated 
paper of this kind could properly be issued, and 
to confound it with obscure and ephemeral sheets 
eking out aspasmodic existence in remote prov- 
{incial towns, appears — unreasonable and 
inexplicable. 





GAZETTE ENTERPRISE. 

We do not like making assertions as to the super!- 
ority of the GAZETTE over its rivals in point of en- 
terprise and otherwise. We prefer to let it speak 
for itself. We cannot refrain, however, when two 
such notable instances as are presented in the 
issues of the current and the preceding weeks in 
respect to our illustrations of the Sprague-Conk- 
ling affair and the Frye murder, occur as cases in 
point in support of ourclaim. In both instances 
the GAZETTE has, through the expenditure of no 
litle money and labor, been placed at the scene 
of the events noted within a remarkably short 
time after their occurrence, and far ahead of 
rivals with the advantage in their favor of prox- 
imity to the locality. Particularly is all this true 
of the Frye murder, of which it will be found 
that we have given not only an illustrated account 
vastly superior in point of completeness to any 
other presented to the public, but one of the 
fullest and most interesting pictorial histories of 
an absorbing current criminal event that has 
ever appeared in any journal. Add to this fact 
that of the GAZETTE being on the ground ahead 
of all competitors publishing on the same day 
as the GAZETTE, even of those actually issued in 
the city of the occurrence, and we submit that 
the matter is worthy of not only being taken note 
of, but of being “‘ prented.”’ 


2e¢ 
— — 


OUR NEW STORY. 


We desire to cajl the attention of-our readers to 
the new and thrilling romance of New York life; 
crime and mystery, entitled ‘The Murder in the 
Morgue,” written expressly for the GAZETTE, by 
Miss Sara Goldthwaite, which is commenced in 
this issue. It is one of the most absorbing stories 
and vividly realistic pictures of life in a great 
city, in all its varying shades, that has ever been 
presented to the public through the columns of a 
public print, and our readers cannot fail to find it 
intensely fascinating throughout. 











A Tale of the Torrid Wave. 


[Subject of Illustration. 

Two very pretty and sparkling girls are the Misses 
Carrie and Emma Rentz, sisters, who reside in a 
quasi-fashionable quarter in this city. - Possessed 
of qualities that enable them to shine in society, and 
with a decided taste in that direction, they have ac- 
quired quite a degree of prominence in the circle in 
which they move. True, it is not strictly and pre- 
eminently the upper crust of metropolitan aristo- 
cratic circles, but it is sufficiently pretentious to 
come within the pale of “society,” properly so- 
called. 

It is of course, therefore, considered the “lum-tum 
capah”’ in their set to be “ out of town” during the 
heated term, and quite shockingly the reverse to be 
otherwise, The Misses Rentz, being unhappily lim- 
ited as to income, however, find it sufficiently oner- 
ous to keep up appearances in matters that require 
an unavoidable outlay. Emergencies that can be 
met without such outlay are, therefore, taken ad. 





vantage of by them. 





izing racket, since, as they were, with two indispen- 
sable and trusted family servants, the sole occupants 
of the house, by rigidly closing the front of the house | 
and themselves preserving appropriately in the heated 

season, a discreet amount of shadiness, no one could | 
dispute the agserfion of the confidential servitors to 

callers or inquirers that the ladies were ‘out of 

town.” Of course such a plan involved some dis- 

comfort under the ardor of a midsummer sun, but 

where is the woman who was ever found want- 

ing in heroic quantitics of self-denial when fash- 

ion called for its exercise? The chief incon- 

venience was the necessity of sleeping in the hermeti- 

cally-sealed rooms during the stringency of the torrid 

wave, but this difficulty was overcome by removing @ 

sufficient quantity of bedding to the roof of a back 

building, where they were apparently entirely free 

from possible observation, only two windows, and 

those belonging toa room that had long been unoccu- 

pied, in an adjacent house, affording any point of ad- 

vantage for inquisitive eyes. 

It chanced, however, that two male friends of 
their set, of somewhat waggish proclivities, had in 
some way imbibed suspicions as to “the summer 
“racket ’’ of the sisters. These gentlemen, being fre- 
quent visitors, were aware of the unoccupied back 
room referred to. Knowing, too, that from thence 
they would have a certain means of settling the 
doubts they entertained in the matter, they set about 
engaging the room in question for a brief period, 
and there duly ensconced themselves. For two or 
three days and nights they discovered nothing con- 
firmatory. One fearfully oppressive night, however, 
armed with an opera glass, their efforts in the cause 
of truth were rewarded by the sight of two female 
figures who, having arranged a comfortable bed on 
the roof, a short distance beneath their window, pro- 
ceeded to dispose themselves for the night in the 
cooler situation thus obtained. “There was sufficient 
light’ for them to distinguish the faces of the sisters 
beyond all doubt,‘and their glee at their discovery of 
what they regarded as such a capital joke caused an 
exclamation which attracted the attention of the 
fair frauds, who, recognizing the prying individuals, 
} beat a hasty retreat to their room overwhelmed with 
mortification. They have since left town in reality, 
but the joke remains and will be apt to be frequently 
brought forth for the delectation of their “ set” 
when fashion’s dictum — its them rõturn to their 
wonted haunts. 
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A Murderous Fiend’s Sentence. 


[With Portrait. . 
}Special Correspondence of PoLick GAZETTE. | 

BaTEsvitt£, Ark., Aug. 16.—Much exvitement has 
been created in this section by the trial of Robert M. 
Lancaster, the murderer «of Thomas Johnson, which 
was in progress at this place for two weeks, and 
which closed by the jury finding him guilty of mur- 
der in the first degree. Eis attorneys thereupon im, 
mediately made motion for a new trial, and the case 
was again called ‘on*the 7th to be heard on the mo- 
tion. Judge Powell overruled the motion, and sen- 
tenced Lancaster to be hanged on the 12th of Septem- 
ber, 1879. The trial at this place was on a change of 
venue from Stone county. The murder, though com- 
mitted nearly two years ago, was so atrocious that 
the trial has caused no little interest to be folt. 

The circumstances of the murder are as follows: 
On the night of December 24, 1877, one Thomas John- 
son gave a dance in an old store-house at Sylamore, 
Stone county, Ark., the rear end ot which he occupied 
asaresidence. Lancaster, with several others, came 
to the dance; and to get there had to cross Sylamore 
creek, a stream emptying into White river, near the 
village, which was much swollen. All the party, ex- 
cept Lancaster, hitched their horses on the opposite 
side of the creek, but Lancaster had his horse put 
across, and hitched it within one hundred yards of 
the dancing-room, and carried his saddle-riders into 
McMurtry & Whitfield’s store, remarking to the clerk 
that he was going to leave them there, but when he 
called for them he wanted them, and ‘that d—n 
quick,” showing evidently that he did not think 
things would go smoothly. He then went to the 
dance, where all was moving as ‘merry as a mar- 
riage bell.”” Some parties proposed to fire anvils as 
Christmas guns, and asked Lancaster to go out with 
them toa blacksmith shop near by, to get. the anvils, 
and three or four started Gut, when some one threw a 
fire-cracker on the floor, which exploded near Lancas- 
ter. At once he began to rage, and demanded to 
know who shot that pistol in the ball-room, crying, 
“Order! order! order is‘ what I want and order is 
what I am going to have!’’ Thomas Johnson, who 
had given the dance, went to Lancaster and told him 
that no pistol had been fired, and it was only a fire- 
cracker that some one kad thrown down, and, as it 
was Christmas times, nothing was meant by it, and 
he must not make so much fuss. At this Lancaster 
became enraged at Johnson, and, pulling off his coat, 
said, “I weigh 183 pounds and cover the ground I 
stand on, and can whip any three men in the house.” 
Jghnson told him that he did not want to have any 
fuss with him, but he must keep quiet. Lancaster 
was gotten out of the house, and the row was thought 
to be settled. While out, he went to the store wbere 
he had left his saddle-riders, got them and put them 
across his horse, and in a short time returned to the 
dancing-room and tried to get up a row with Johnson, 
but was again taken from the room by his friends. 
He repeated this the third or fourth time, seemingly 








{Ava. 80,-1879. 
_to take in his own house, and that he must not re 
| peat it. At this Lancaster stepped back a little, 


turned from Johnson, drew his pistol and said, ‘‘ You 
are a G—d d—n liar,” and as he pronounced the last 
words, fired, shooting Johnson through the head, 
kiliing him instantly. He then ran out of the house, 
mounted his horse, and left the country, going into 
Kansas. He remained in Kansas six or eight months, 
and while there killed another man, and was com- 
pelléd to leave. He returned to Stone county, near 
the scene of the murder of Johnson, and for some 
time eluded the vigilance of officers by hiding in 
caves—for which this portion of Arkansas is noted— 
and perhaps would never have been captured if it had 
not been for an accident which befell him. In crawl- 
ing out of his hiding-place, his pistol fell, and went 
off, shooting him through the right leg. From ex- 
posure gangrene set in, and he had to seek a physician 
and have it amputated. While in the charge of the 
physician he was captured. 

When arraigned for trial he prayed for and was 
granted a change of venue from Stone county to this, 
Independence county, and has had the case continued 
from time to time. 

Throughout the progress of the trial Lancaster has 
been perfectly indifferent as to his fate, and at times 
has even displayed levity. After the jury returned 
their verdict he remarked to the officers who had him 
in charge, “ This is a pretty hard gag the boys have 
given me, but 1 will show them that I have got the 
grit to stand it.” — 


Execution of the Murderer Latrimouille. 


[With Port Portrait.} 

ALBANY, N. V., Aug. 20.—Hilaire Latrimouille was 
hanged in the jail here to-day for the murder of Miss 
Catharine Dunsbach, near Cohoes, last April. 
Latrimouille’s mother remained with him. up to a 
short time before he was led from his cell. The usual 
parting between him and ‘his mother and with those 
-who had ministered to his comfort of late, was very 
affecting. 

At twenty minutes past eleven o’clock Latri- 
mouille’s mother took a final farewell of her son, and 
was assisted, weeping, from the cell by the Sisters of 
Charity. At half past ‘eleven o’clock Latrimouille’s 
manacles were stricken off, and the final preparations 
for the execution were begun. The priests constant- 
ly repeated prayers, in which the condemned man 
joined. At twenty minutes to twelve the persons al- 





‘| lowed to witness the execution were admitted to the 


corridors At seventeen minutes past twelve o’clock 
orders wéfe given to clear’ the way, and a few mo- 
ments Jater the small but ‘solemn procession entered 
the jail corridor. At the head was Deputy Sheriff 
Nodine and Jailer Crounse. The prisoner followed, 
supported by Fathers Brouillet and Dougas, and hold- 
ing a gold and ebony crucifix, which he pressed - ear- 
nestly to his lips. His head leaned on Father Brouil- 
let’sshoulder._ .- . ‘ 

After the reading of the death-warrant Latrimouille 
was asked whether he had anything to say. 

With bent head and low voice he answered : 

“IT have only ‘to say what I have already said. I 
forgive every- one and hope to be forgiven.” 

Latrimouille’s wrists were then pinioned behind his 
back, and thongs were bound about his ankles and 
abdve the knees. His prayers were then renewed, 
and after a brief interval the reverend father kissed 
him for the last time, and whispered comfort in his 
ear. The noose was then adjusted by Deputy Sheriff 
Blackman, the black cap drawn down, and the group 
drew back, leaving the doomed man standing alone. 
It was only a moment of suspense, however. At half 
past twelve the Deputy Sheriff waved his handker- 
chief, the hidden rope was cut, the weights dropped 
with a rattle and Latrimouille’s body swung in the 
air and fell with a thud, which made the stout rope 
vibrate. It was done so suddenly that the ‘priests 
were struck by Latrimouille’s legs, and they fell 
prostrate on the ground, his hody meanwhile swaying 
terribly. The muscles and limbs were much con- 
vulsed, nstwithstanding, the attending physiciaus 
stated that Latrimouille’s neck was broken at first. 
He died in about twelve minutes. The body was 
taken to the Church of the Assumption, on Hamilton 
street, and afterward to his parents’ residence at 
Cohoes. 

Among those present in the jail before the execu- 
tion were Martin Dunsbach, father of the murdered 
woman. He was asked wether he would be satisfied 
if the sentence had been commuted to imprisonment 
for life. No,“ said the old man with deliberation ; 
‘That would not satisfy me. It was a cruel murder, 
he deserves to be hanged, and nothing else would 
satisfy me but to see the sentence carried out.“ By 
the advice of some friends, however, just before Lat- 
rimouille was taken from his cell, Dunsbach retired 
and did not witness the execution. 

Hilaire Latrimouille was bornfin Canada, and was 
twenty-four years of age. His parents are French 
Canadians. He could neither read nor write. He has 
three brothers and a married sister. The family have 
lived in Cohoes for years. The father isa blacksmith. 
His boys bear a bad reputation. Hilaire was married 
and had a child, but he had neyer supported his tam- 
ily and had not seen them for years, His personal 
appearance was sinister and decidedly unpreporsess- 
ing, but his confinement and the mental anxiety he 
must have undergone had toned the aspect of his 
features considerably of late. His head was large, 
disproportionally so; his neck thick, and his face 
sallow. His flippant demeanor during his trial did 





bent on killing Johnson, while Jonnson each time 
avoided him when he could. About eleven o’clock 
everything was going smoothly on, several sets danc- 
ing, and the rows forgotten. Lancaster entered the 
door, passed Johnson, who was sitting near the door, 
advanced to the rear end of the room where the fid 
dler was playing, took the fiddle away from him and 
cut the strings, and said, ‘‘ Now, by G—d, this dancing 
will stop. Who will take it up?’ He then went up 





Such appeared to be the rural- ' 


to Johnson and made the same banter, but not being 
| taken up, hesaid to Johnson, “I understand that you 
say 1am drunk to-night ?’’ to which Johnson replied 
“I did not say it.” 
“G—d d—n liar.” 


Lancaster then called him a 
Jounson told him that was hard 


not desert him even when the sentence was pro- 
nounced, although the past few weeks had elimi- 
nated all traces of it in his bearing. The murder was 
committed on the 5th of April last. Latrimouille, 
| early on that day, applied for work at the residence 





. | Of Dunsbach. He was told to call later, Dunsbach 


| being about to start for Cohoes. The theory is, that 
| after Dunsbach left, there being no one at home but 
| his daughter Catharine, an unmarried woman, fifty 
years of age, Latrimouiille returned to rob the house: 

Catharine refusing to tell him where the old man’s 


» | money was, or that there was none, Latrimouille be- 


| came enraged and cut her throat. 
house, but found only four dollars, 


He searched the 








and 
toy 


Edd 


Ab, 


Die 














Ava. 30, 1879.] 


THE NATIONAL POLICE GAZETTE. 


3 








THE LOVES OF LIPSIS. 


Curious Story of the Domestic Arrange” 
ments and Derangements of Adah 
Isaacs Menken’s Brother. 


STRANGE SCENE AT A 
His Widow and His Mistress Weeping Over 
His Tomb, and Each Claiming the 

* 
Occupant as Her Own. 


GRAVE. 


A WOMAN'S SHARP STRATAGEM. 





Elias Lipsis, brother of the famous and fascinating 
Adah Isaacs Menken, committed suicide at the Inter- 
national Hotel, in San Francisco, on the 3d of June 
last by shooting himself with a pistol, after an unsuc- 
cessful attempt to kill his wife, Carrie Wilson, a 
variety actress connected with the Belia Union 
Theater, of which Lipsis was stage manager. The 


particulars of the tragic occurrence were published. 


at the time, coupled with an allusion to the m rr 
infidelity of one of the parties. 
satisfactory Coroner’s inquest, the body was taken 
in charge by the Society of Elke and on the subse- 
quent day consigned tv its last resting-placein Laurel 


Hill Cemetery. Lipsis, like his eccentric sister, was | },, 


possessed of strong passions and an intensely emo- 
tional nature. It was understood in theatrical circles 
that his married life was not the happiest, and 
habitues of the green-room often heard whispers that 
the skeleton in their manager’s domestic closet was 
clothed with flesh and blood, and was of 
FEMININE PROPORTIONS. 
Nothing definite was known, however, save to a few 
old stagers, and, after creating a very brief excite- 
ment, the affair was numbered among the unremem- 
bered things of the past. One day recently a repre- 
sentative of the Chronicle, of that city, was strolling 
through the beautiful city of the dead, which at this 
season of the year bears the appearance of a garden 
in full bloom, when his attention was attracted by 
the sight of a woman in black, accompanied by two 
children, kneeling beside a grave in an open, uncared- 
for plot near the California street side of the cemetery. 
The mound before them was literally covered with 
flowers. which they were engaged in arranging with 
loving devotion and trembling hands into the shape of 
across. Over the plain wooden head-board they had 
hung a wreath of wild lupines, which their golden glory 
completely hid the inscription. The spot, however, 
was familiar, and it needed no second glance to dis- 
tinguish the lot reserved by the Elks for their dead 
brothers. The grave was that of Elias Lipsis, the 
woman was his widow, Carrie Wilson, and her com- 
panions were the Vaidis twin sisters, the phenomonal 
juvenile acrobats. This group thrown into strong 
relief by the back-ground of sand-dunes, on which 
the sunbeams brightly shone, seemed the realization 
of a sculptor’s ideal of grief. Suddenly the harmony 
of the scene was disturbed and in a most unexpected 
manner. A young woman, petite and pretty, crowned 
with a wealth of puré auburn hair and laden with 
roses and sprays of honeysuckle, came quickly down 
the path, leading to 
THE ACTOR’S BURIAL PLACE. 
At sight of her approaching figure the kneeling 
women sprung to her feet, her eyes flashing fire, her 
whole attitude indicating defiance, and like a lioness 
at bay confronting the intruder, who in her turn 
stopped short, and with an expression of imperial dis- 
pleasure stood staring steadily at the woman who 
blocked her way. No explanation was necessary. 
Wife and mistress had met over the grave of their 
common dead. The situation was intensely dramatic, 
and a tragic encounter appeared inevitable. Fora 
moment only did this interesting situation continue. 
The great gray eyes of the unwedded actress in this 
impromptu scene from the play of life lost their 
tierceness, their glance was averted and then their 
owner ‘hurriedly retraced her steps and soun disar- 
peared among the tombs, leaving her rival to com” 
piete the decoration of her husband’s grave. The 
retreat proved to be but a strategic movement, how- 
ever, for no sooner had the sorrow stricken widow 
and the children, whom Lipsis used to pet, left the 
grounds than the crafty minx returned to the flower- 
covered mound, and, with vindictive spite, proceeded 
to destroy the labors of the wife, substituting for the 
cross and wreath 
HER OWN FLOKAL ORNAMENTS. 
This done she cast herself upon the earth and sobbed 
aloud, mourning for her lost lover as the other 
woman had for her lost husband. After she had 
somewhat recovered she was approached by the re- 
porter, who was then giving the following particulars 
in relation to the suicide, which have not before been 
made public : 

The name of the auburn-haired young woman 
weeper of the second grade over the grave of Elias 
Lipsis, deceased, the widow by brevet of the deceased 
stage manager, was Rose Evans, and she now resides 
in elegantly-fitted rooms in a sumptuously-furnished 
lodging+house on Mission street, nigh unto Sixth. She 
ix now about seventeen years old, and two years ago» 
when about fifteen, she arrived in San Francisco with 
her mother, an English woman from New Zealand. 
They took rooms at the International Hotel, where 
Rose made the acquaintance of a girl who, although 
only about her own age, was, in one sense a woman 
of the world. Her new acquaintance showed the 
pretty stranger San Francisco, and taught it to her, 
and finally told Kose where she could find rooms far 
more luxurious than those of the International, and 
far cheaper, too. Rose tried them (they were on 
Eddy street), and she has ever since been 

TRYING SIMILARLY SPLENDID ONES. 


After the usual un- 


} 
Theatre, of the stage of which Lipsis was the manager. 
| At that time Carry Wilson was on a starring tour 
through Bodie, Reno ard Virginia City, and other art 
centers, in consequence wuzreof Elias Lipsis was 
, foot-loose and fancy-free. Roge and Lipsis fell vio- 
lently in love with each other, and their intimacy 
soon became a scandal. On April 9th, 1879, the wife 
returned, as appears from the following: 

BELLA Unrom THRatae, April 9. 

“« My Darling Rose:—I hope you are feeling better 
to-day than you did this morning, and that you have 
fixed things all right. Iam not in the best of spirits, 
for my wife arrived this noon from Virginia City, 
and 

I HAVE HAD HELL. 

Now, my darling, don’t for God’s sake, think less of 
me on account of her returning, for I swear to you, 
my darling, that I love only you, and to lose you 
would” my heart. Don’t think me foolish for 
writing in this manner. These are the true senti- 
ments of my heart. Dear Baby, ‘me about how 
you have , and assure me. that you are 
still my own little Boste, wea bless you. ‘From your 
almost frantic Ex1as.”’ 

The next-day he called ‘on his Rosie Baby at her 
Mission — ab: 


vi. with her. Miss Evans looked 






















tected, she rapidly followed him 
slong Sixth street, and into s gunsmith’s shop just in 
time to interrupt the loading of a large revolver by a 
bloody-minded gunsmith, with the announcement 





pose of shooting himself in one of the vital 
ments of his body. The gunsmith lost his sale 


saved his sail into futurity for the none 
unpleasantly at Rose, and Rose went 


merry month he took a shot, and a very incorrect. one 


has said, and it is not part of res geste of this record 
which of the poeta it was, “He aims too low who 
aims beneath the stars.’ Elias shot ata star, and 
not having hit it, he was arrested for ‘assault to 
murder. And then he : 
WROTE THIS LETTER TO HI8 ROSIE BABY: 
‘* Crry Prison, May 2—3 p. mu. 

My Darling Baby:—I have been in here since eleven 
o’clock to-day. Iwent to the hotel this morning to 
get some things out of my trunk, when my wife com- 
menced abusing me. I pulled my pist»l on her, and 
she ran out in the hall, when I fired at her. Iam 
arrested for murder. Now, darling, don’t for God’s 
sake forsake me now that Iam in trouble. If Ido not 
get out on bail by six o’clock 1’ll be obliged to remain 
here all night. Do, for God’s sake, come down and 
see me, for I’m nearly heart-broken. Yours unto 
death. Exias.”’ 

That evening he was released on bail and the next 
morning, in the presence of his wife and another wit- 
ness, he shot and killed himself, and was buried in a 
grave in God’s acre, over which the legal widow and 
the widow on the European plan alternately tear 
each other’s melancholy , 

BOTANICAL TRIBUTES TO TATTERS. 


But Rosie Baby tired of the necessity of timing her 
weeping to suit the convenience of Carrie Wilson, 
and recently she has executed a graveyard flank 
movement that challenges the whole history of sepul- 
ture for its equal. She is a very pretty and bewitch- 
ing young creature, and after a tew interviews with 
some cemetery official, she induced him to sink a 
shallow shaft ashort distance from the original grave 
driit into it, open the exterior box, draw forth the 
casket containiog the immortal remains of Elias, and 
bury them in another grave she had excavated for 
him, and thereafter the two widows used to go out 
cotemporaneously. And Carrie Wilson Lipsis used 
to go early in the morning and stay all day,and 
twine crowns and crosses, and wreaths, and weep 
copiously and refuse to be comforted over a subter- 
ranean vacuum in which she had in truth and in fact 
no more of teartul interest than if she had shed her 
tears on the roof of the Mammoth cave of Ken- 
tucky. And Rosie used to go early in the morning too, 
and go through about the same process, but her grief 
was alleviated by the sustaining knowledge that her 
tears and flowers were shed over “the real Sandy 
McCoy,” so to speak, and when the day’s allowance of 
the grief was expended she used to look over at the 
other weeper and remark to herself: ‘‘ Well you are 
a chump, sure enough.”’ 


THE SECRET WAS TOO GOOD TO KEEP. 

Rosie imparted it to her friend, and her friend i 
parted it to her friends, and cotemporaneously it 
came to the ears of the cemetery man and a blunder- 
ing detective. The cemetery man was fully equal to 
the emergency. Before the stupid detective could 
arrive on the grounds he had the ubiquitous deceased 
again pushed into his original quarters, and when 
the detective arrived he drew the corpse out and ex- 
hibited to him. How often he has changed the coffin 
from grave No. 1 to grave No. 2 for Rosie to sob over. 





in the proper six feet “f cemetery, is as yet unknown; 


| but there is to be an official investigation into the 
About a year since Rose and her piloting friend occu- | 


matter and after an official investigation, it is utterly | ed that my shouts and cries when the man fell bleed | 
pied a private box one night in the Bella Union | 


| ing at my feet attracted the attention of Officer Steele j 


mpossible to predict what will happen. 


that his customer wanted the gun for the —— 
glared unpleasantly at Rose, the stage: manager 
managed to get through the remainder of Apzil, bat} 


May was too much tor him, and on the 2d of that | Pe 


it was, too, at Carrie Wilson Lipsis. One of the poets | 


wily detective may be assured by visual examination | 
| thot Elias is being resolved into his original elements 


GREEK MEETS GREEK. 


The Deadly Vendetta Which was Inaugu- 
rated in the Greek Colony in New York 
by the Introduction Into it of a Pretty 
Irish Girl with a Consequence of Fierce 
Rival Suitors for Bee Possession. 


The Greek colony in’ “fn this city, which con- 
sists of only about two hundred persons, 
is in a state of excitement. It is divided against it- 
self—quite a feud existing between the different mem- 
bers. This internecine tumult has all been occasion- 
ed by a woman—a comely, pleasant-featured, black- 
eyed Irieh lass named Mary Mitchell. She also comes 
in for her share of obloquy, and the hostility evinced 
against her by one of the factions is so intense that 
she is compelled to keep in concealment. 

A reporter, after some difficulty, discovered her at 
her lodgings in Chrystie street. She isa young woman 
about twenty years of age, intelligent and quite well 
educated, and after some hesitation told her story as 
follows: 

She said, ‘“‘One day about six months ago I was 
walking along Baltimore street, in Baltimore, when I 
noticed an olive-complexioned man, of short but 
strongly-knit frame, with large, prominent hazel eyes, 
looking at me fixedly and apparently admiringly. I 
was attracted to him for his eyes were remarkably 
handsome and expressive, and seemed to possess a 
| fathomless depth of feeling and passion; besides his 
skin was spotless and apparently smooth and velvety 
æs s woman's, and he looked like an East Indian cor- 





Wilson Lipsis blessed and sanctified! ‘air, or 


AN ORIENTAL GIOVANNI. 

if actned hia hoa lightly and wild a he pane 
ed 46 to his nationality. He did not seem 
‘a Spaniard, a Portuguese or s Turk. 
) on the following day. Imet him in 
He touched his hat and spoke 


} more musical. He apologized 
gah to make love after the most 







n“he wanted ie to Hve with him. 


.said, he had been compelled by his 
father when he mi quite a lad in his natiye land to 
wed a Greek maiden. He said 


‘WERE NO GOOD. 

Had I ever read Byron’s ‘ ‘Maid of Athens?’ Of course 
I had. Well, he said that was all bosh. Athenian 
girls were little, thin end’ scrawny, without proper 
development, arid possessed of no beauty whatever, 
but he said if Byron had seen me, he would have had 
good reason to say ‘Zoe mow, sas agapo.’ After that 
he always called me ‘Zoe mow.’ Referring to his 
child-wife, he said she could not live long, and when 
she was dead he would marry me. Meanwhile he 
wanted me to live with him. He had a charm that 
was irresistible, but if I crossed him in any way, he 
would give way to the moat violent temper, and thus 
it was the charm of a serpent that finally induced me 
to come to this city and live with him at 52 Chrys- 
tie street. 1 found his fascinating stories of the Par- 
thenon and the glories of Grecian life very different 
things from living in a small room of a dirty, noisy 
tenement, with stifling odors from sewers and sinks 
almost overpowering us. That was what we came to. 
Instead of finding him the proprietor of a large ware- 
house which was filled with Eastern fabrics, I soon 
learned he was simply the owner of a peanut and 
candy stand at the Bowery and Grand street. It was 
only about a week before he 

BEGAN TO BEAT ME UNMERCIFULLY. 
He knocked me down and kicked me, made me work 
for him night and day, and finally I wished I was 
dead. I could not get away from him. About two 
weeks ago there appeared on the scene another Greek 
a fine-looking man named George Nicholas. He is u« 
manufacturer of cigars on the east side, and has done 
athriving business. He is much thought of by the 
Greek residents, and is a sort of leader among them. 
He is one of the heroic kind—gentle, but decided and 
firm. He saw that I was ill-treated, and began to com- 
passionate me. He offered to give me employment in 
his factory to help Mitchell and myself along. I 
workéd at his place and began to havea fondness for 
him, which I suppose 1 could not conceal from Mitch- 
ell, whom I now abhorred. The latter threatened to 
take the life of Nicholas and to kill me if I did not 
keep away from the other Greek. Mitchell attacked 
me on last Saturday night, and swore he would kill 
me for favoring the attentions of Nicholas. What 
couldI do? The other Greek was kind to me, and 
Mitchell abused me. I told the latter I would rathez 
die than remain subject to his cruelty. He grew 
furious. He rushed at. me with frenzy in his eyes 
a 

* A CABVING-KNIFE IN HIS HAND. 

A friendly Jewish family in the building gave me ad- 
mittance to their apartments, and my life was spured 
for the time. On Sunday evening Nicholas came to 
the house and began to urge Mitchell to go to work 
with him, and to have me assist too. This infuriated 
| Laflan; and he rushed at Nicholas with a knife, and 
struck at him in the face andneck. The latter was 
taken unawares, and when he fell upon the floor his 
| face was covered with blood, and he was found to 
| have been stabbed ‘. five places, and his left eye was 





. | entirely destroyed. It is a ruie among the Greeks 
and again from grave No. 2 to grave No. 1 that the 


| that their domestic quarrels shall never be told of 
| abroad, and although one of them should be killed in 
| @ quarrel, no witnesses must ever be found to crimi- 
| nate a Greek. It is prescribed that whosoever shall 
| betray a Greek shall surely suffer death. It happen- 













who was patrolling the post in front of the house, and 
he rushed in and asked me what was the matter. I 
was about to tell him, when both the men shouted:. 


care for your life, keep silent!’ This seemed inexplic- 
able to me and to the officer. But the latter rushed 
in and took Mitchell by the arm, and began to march 
him out of the room, but Nicholas with his bloody 
face and disfigured eye, and his clothes covered with 
the red fluid, staggered toward the officer with the 
knife with which he had been stabbed, and exclaimed, 
threateningly: 
‘* LET THAT MAN ALONE;”’ 

‘he is a brother Greek; if you take him away I will 
kill you.’ Then a struggle ensued, and the officer had 
to club Mitchell before the latter would go peaceably 
to the Eldridge Street Police Station. A physician 
came and dressed Nicholas’s wounds. Soon other 
Greeks heard that one of their countrymen had been 
arrested and they began to take sides, some with 
Nicholas and others with Mitchell, but all agreed that 
Nicholas must not appear in court. On Sunday even- 
ing they held a meeting, and appointed one of their 
number to visit Nicholas and tell him he would sure- 


following day against his countryman. He said he 
had been appointed executioner, and as he said so he 
drew a dirk from his pocket and made Nicholas swear 
upon its blade with some of the blood from his 
wounds that he would not prosecute Mitchell, He 
then made the sign of the cross and asked me to 
swear that I would not appear either, declaring if 1 
did, I should surely be killed. I am a good Catholic, 
and I would not perjure myself for all the Greeks in 
the world; so I rushed out of the room and sought 
shelter 
IN THE APARTMENTS OF A NEIGHBOR. 

Nicholas tried to keep away from the officers, but on 
the following morning they came into his apartments 
» | and also into mine, and when I told what Tumoried 
had done they sent for him also, and took us all be- 
fore Justice Smith in the Essex Market Police Court, 
where Mitchell was arraigned. The judge committed 
Mitchell without bail,and Nicholas was sent to the 
House of Detention as a witness, and the other was 
fined $10, and in default of $1,000 bonds to be on his 
good behavior, sentenced to prison for twelve months. 


Ris The other Greeks then had a meeting and determined 


to effect their comrades’ release, if possible. Accord- 
ingly they turnished bail for Tumoried and Nicholas, 
but Mitchell could not be set free. Then they swore 
vengeance upon me, but the sentiment was divided. 
Some of them swore they would kill me at sight, and 
T have been 

IN DREAD OF MY LIFE EVER SINCE. 
I am afraid to go in the street alone, for fear one of 
those men will knife me. And they are as bitter 
against each other as they are against me. Nicholas 
is afraid of his life, and he has been to me imploring 
me to protect him, and hide him when they appear. 
When I heard of your inquiry about meI thought you’ 
were one of them, and that is why I fied to this part 
of the house. If possible IE shall communicate with 
my friends in Baltimore, and return to them, for I 
shall have no peace while I remain here. Qne of the 
Greeks has sworn on his knife, wetted with his blood, 
not to rest until I shall be killed for what they called 
my betrayal of Mitchell, and it is one of 
their legends that ‘a Greek never lies.’ You can 
see what. mortal terror I am in, and why I start at 
every move. Step softly as you go down stairs, for 
fear they might suspect you had seen me up here. 
For God’s sake don’t mention my name, even in a 
whisper. Good-night.”’ 


ed 
ed 


A Lady Frightened to Death by a Monkey. 


{Subject of Illustration. } 

GLOVERSVILLE, N, ¥., August 12,—W. N. Zimmer, ac- 
companied by bis wife and a lady friend, went to visit 
a country house last Saturday afternoon. Mrs. Zim 
mer re dn the carriage, not caring to go 
through the house. Soon after Mr. Zimmer and 
friend had passed into the house, s monkey belonging 
to some neighbor sprang upon the fence near the car- 
riage and begen to chatter-at Mrs. Zimmer. She paid 
no attention to it until the monkey jumped into the 
carriage and. commenced to strike at her face and 
head. She then succeeded in pushing the animal out’ 
but it immediately sprang in again and made a furi- 
ous onslaught upon the lady’s face. Mrs. Zimmer 
grasped the whip, and in attempting to hit the mon- 
key,struck the horse. Frightened at the sudden blow, 
the horse started up the road at a rapid rate. After 
running a short distance the horse was stopped by 
sone men who were near at hand. Mrs. Zimmer was 
found unconscious and the monkey still clinging to 
her person. Being :emoved to her home, medical aid 
was called, but it was of no avail. Mrs. Zimmer 
could not rally, and died Monday afternoon of ner- 
vous prostration. 
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Thomas Norval, An Invulnerable Man. 


{With Portrait.! 

Thomas Norval, whose portrait we give elsewhere, 
deserves the appellation of the “Modern Achilles ”’ 
from his apparent invulnerability to knite, pistol or 
bludgeon. Norval, who resides near Asheville, N. C., 
was returning home from his work on the night of 
July 19th last, when he was assailed by some unknown 
person or persons, who knocked him down with a 
club, then shot him in the right breast, next cut his 
throat from ear to ear, completely severing the wind- 
pipe, and finished by inflicting fifty-six stab wounds in 
his back and side. Of course his injuries were sup- 
posed to be fatal beyond peradventure, but, astonish- 
ing to relate, he appear:d in the neighboring town of 
Asheville, comparatively recovered from his fearful 
wounds, on August lith, upon which occasion the 
portrait given by us was taken for the benefit of the 
readers of the GaZzEITE, that they might see what 
manner of man this invulnerable specimen of mortal- 
ity might be. Norval has been badly used up in a 





score of previous difficulties of various character, but 
never quite so seriously as on this recent occasion. 


‘You'll be cursed if you give away a Greek. If you 
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Adventure of Exour- 
sionists with City 
Highwaymen. 

[Subject of Illastration.1 

The steamer Laura 
brought to this city on 
the 14th a party of ex- 
cursionists from Bridge- 
port, Conn. Among 
them were Mrs. Jennie 

Parsons and Mr. Joseph 

Grambois, who spent . 

the day seeing the city 

sights. During their 
rambles Mrs. Parsons 
more than once noticed 

a young, rough-looking 

fellow, who appeared to 

be following them. He 
had acompanion, about 
his own age, and once 
he asked her what time 
it was. She thought 
nothing of it at the 
time. Toward evening 
she returned with her 
escort to the pier at the 
foot of East Twenty- 
third street and was 
about to step on board 
the steamer when one 
ofthe young men whom 
she had noticed ran up 
to her, seized her watch 
chain and endeavored 
to pull it and the watch 
she wore sway from 
her. She quickly dropp- 
ed her escort’s arm and 
grappled with the bold 
thief. He succeeded, 
however, in breaking 
the chain and running 
off with about half of 
it to which the watch 
was attached. When 
half way up the pier he 

‘was intercepted by offi- 

cer Delancy, of the 

Steamboat Squad. 

There was a crowd on 
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the pier at the time, and 
the thief must have suf- 
fered considerably at 
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THOMAS “NORVAL, A MAN WHO WAS NOT 
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dition in which he was when he appeared at police 
headquarters, where he was lockedap.. He gave his 
name as Edward Ryan and said he resided at 421 Hast 
Twenty-second street. 

Nothing was seen of Ryan’s companion after the at- 
tempted robbery. Mrs, Parsons gave as good a de- 
acription of him as she could, and the police are on 
the lookout for him. 

Ryan looks to be about nineteen years of age, is 
well knit and unpreposessing in his appear- 
ance, 





Slain by her Paramour, - 





BaLtrmorkE, August 19.—Shortly before noon Frank 
Brogden, colored, shot and almost instantly killed 
Susan Lawrence, a colored woman, with whom he 
had been living. The crime was committed in a 
house on a small throughfare in Northwest Balti- 
more. The two had been quarrelling when he sud- 
denly drew a revolver and shot her through the body. 
Brogden was committed on a charge of willful and 
deliberate murder, 

















“MRS. JENNIE PARSONS, WITH A 
PORT, CONN., IS ROBBED OF 
ABOARD OF THE &TEAMER. BY 
HER ALL DAY; NEW YORE O 





PARTY OF EXCURSIONISTS FROM BRIDGE- 


WATOH, AS SHE IS ABOUT TO STEP 


9 — DARING FOOT-PAD WHO HAD DOGGED 
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Mysterious Murder. 


Baitmore, August 19.—Wiiam Alban, aged thirty- 
eight, living at Woodberry, Baltimore county, was 
found about three o’clock this morning lying on the 
ground near his home, with what appeared to be a 
bullet hole in the cernter of his forehead, in a dying 
condition. An investigation revealed the fact that 
the wound was probably caused by a rock which was 
discovered lying near him, bespattered with 
blood. 


* 
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— of Poul Play. 








BattrmorE, August 19.—Thomas Parren, colored, 
living at Avalon, a small village on the Baltimore and 
Ohio rrailacad, was found lying near the track at that 
station this morning dead. The body was discovered 
about nine o’clock, by the old man’s son, who carried 
ithome. There is a rumor afloat that Parren was not - 
killed by a train, but was treacherously murdered. 
An investigation was commenced. 





Wife-Murder, Remorse 
and Suicide. 


Rrcumonp, Va., Aug. 
19.—J. H. Stevens, a 
prominent citizen of 
Bartetort county, in a 
fit of jealousy a week 
ago killed his wife, and 
of whom nothing has 
been heard since that 
time, returned to his © 
home (his father’s resi- 
dence) yesterday morn- 
ing, about ten o’clock, 
and upon reaching the 
yard gate, some twenty 
steps from the house, 
shot himself through 
the heart, causing in- 
stant death. The coro- 
ner was immediately 
called to the scene, but 
could elicit no facts 
farther than the above. 
This was the first and 
only intimation had of 
his return. The mys- 
tery is where Stevens 
has been since the mur- 
der. His general ap- 
pearance shows that he 
had not been undressed 
for a week. His tracks 
showed that he re- 
turned from the woods 
in exactly the same di- 
rection by which he de- 
parted,and it is strongly 
believed he had not at 
any time bcen far from 
his home, but where he 
concealed himself and 
how he lived no one 
knows. The country, 
it was thought, had 
been scoured by the 
sheriff's posse. The 
pistol with which he 
shot himsolf was the 
game one with which 
he killed his wifc, he 
having carried it with 
him. It had been evi- 
dently reloaded since 
he left. Stevens leaves 
an aged father and four 
helpless children. 

















JOSEPH WILDS, KILLED HIS BROTHER, JOHN 


HENRY WILDS, 
ASHEVILLE, N. ©. 


IN SELF-DEFENSE, NEAK 
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SPIRITUALISTIC SWINDLING. 


Slade, the World-Renowned Medium, As- 
serted to be a Woman on the Authority 
of a Physician to whom the Secret was 
Professionally Disclosed. 


For the information of half or whole believers in 
Spiritualism and as a warning to the public gener- 
ally, the Pittsburg, Pa., Telegraph gives a story which 
it vouches for as coming from first hands and from 
one whose integrity cannot be questioned. The dis- 
covery, which was accidentally made by a Telegraph 


man, is on a par with the showing up of the ‘Cock - 


Lane Ghost ” fraud, or the —— of the infamous 
Katy King. 


About three years ago, ‘one of the most famous lead- © 


ers in the spiritualistic ranks was Slade, the medium 
and lecturer. He was very daring in his exploits, and 
became notorious throughout the country for his au- 
dacity and the number of persons whom he drew 
under his influence. 

He made a considerable amount of money here, and 
in the latter part of 1876 he went to England, where 
he continued his career as a medium, and for some 
time he was a rival of Horne, the lucky medium who 
married a rich widow, whom he had 

TAUGHT TO BELIEVE IN “‘ SPIRITS.” ; 

Finally Slade was arrested, and was tried in London, 
on January 29th, 1877, for fraudulently obtaining 
money by means of the unlawful power he obtained 
from his occupation as a medium. It was cliarged 
that as Spiritualism was not a belief sanctioned by 
the law. it was a delusion and a fraud, and that its 
use to extort money from the credulous was against 
public policy. The trial brought up the question as 
to whether Spiritualism was a fraud or not, and the 
case became the talk of the day, and Slade was given 
a world-wide reputation thereby. Slade was found 
guilty of fruadulent practices, and was sentenced to 
three months’ imprisonment at hard labor, but his 
sentence was afterwe™ quashed on some technical 
ground. 


Stale went to Avitratia: tnd Wet ekes od tak” 


Francisco. A few days after the steamship arrived, a 


conversation was overheard between the ship’s doc- ~ 


tor and an intimate friend of his, in which the start- 
ling statement was made by the medical man that 
Slade, the medium, was 8 woman, and was as per- 
fectly developed as any of her sex. 

The physician gave the following account of tho 
manner in which he made 

THE STRANGE DISCOVERY: 
The gentleman who occupied the stateroom with 
Slade on board the steamer, was a man who is well- 
known here in Pittsburg, where he has many friends, 
he was not an admirer of Slade or his doctrines, and 
did not have much conversation with him—or rather 
her. One day when in mid-ocean Slade was stricken 
down with something like paralysis while in his 
stateroom. The other occupant of the room came in, 
and finding Slade ill and probably unconscious, he 
began to remove Slade’s clothing and rub his (her) 
sides and chest to bring beck the circulation of the 
blood. It was then that the discovery of Slade’s sex 
was made. When Slade recovered sufficiently to talk 
she begged that the gentleman would not expose her. 
He said he would not do so publicly if she would ac- 
knowledge the truth to the physicisn of the steamer. 
Slade at last consented, and told the doctor all about 
it. He made an examination which proved beyond 
doubt that she was 
A PERFECTLY DEVELOPED WOMAN. 

One of the queerest parts of the story is that Slade 
wears a heavy mustache. She said that she had al- 
ways wanted to be taken for a man, and had shaved 
her face daily when very young, and had kept the 
practice up until she had a long, heavy mustache, of 
which she was very proud, and which she took great 
care of,and could have had a beard and whiskers if 
she dressed them. The physician isa man who is 
well known in San Francisco and stands well among 
his professional brethren. After the story had been 






























































A LADY'S LEAP FOR LIFE-MRS. KATE 
BLUFF OVERLOOKING THE SEA, AT LONG BRANCH, FROM WHICH PERILOUS POSITION 


4 


C. 





MILLER’S SPIRITED HORSES, TAKING FRIGHT AT 


ovéFheard, the person who heard it asked Slade’s 
room-mate if it was true and he said every word of it 
was correct. 

In corroboration of this story the experience of a 
well-known young Pittsburger, who now holdsan 
important Government office abroad, may be related. 
He had been reading ‘‘ Footsteps on the Borders of 
Another World,” and other spiritualistic works, and 
was a partial 

CONVERT TO SPIRITUALISM. 

He went to New York for the purpose of seeing Slade 
and having atalk. This was just before Slade started 
for England. What took place in the interview was 
never fully known, but enough was said by the young 
gentleman to show that Slade had said or done some- 
thing which was not to her credit, and which partly 
exposed her sex. The young man returned to Pitte- 
burg thoroughly cured of his attack of spiritualism, 
and he warned all who spoke to him about the matter 
“to shun Slade as they would shun the devil, and 
never even speak to him.”’ 

There is no room to doubt the story, and it shows 
that Slade is even a greater fraud and rather lower 
character than the “ mediums”’ who have been ex. 
posed before her. 
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A Lady's Leap for Life. 
[Subject of Illustration. ] 

Lone Braxon, August 13.—Mrs. Kate O. Miller, a 
handsome young widow from Louisville, Ky., and 
now stopping at the West End Hotel, drove to the 
New Jersey Southern Railway depot last evening to 
meet her brother who was expected to arrive on the 
half-past three exprees trair from New York. Following 
the instructions of his young mistress, the coachman 
drove the team quite near the locomotive, which, giv- 
ing * raha ape adeomgrsetg frightened the team 

eae eee Sevin res. The driver stuck to 

—— did hia best to control the frightened 

check their speed he guided them up to 

—* reat of an omnibus, upon the steps of which a 

gentleman was standing. The gentleman becoming 

frightened struck one ot the horses as it reared up a 

blow on the head with a stout cane. The team dashed 

to one side and flung the carriage violently against a 

telegraph pole, breaking a front wheel and precipi- 
tating the coachman to the ground. 

Thus freed from control the maddened horses 
dashed around the corner and plunged down Cooper 
avenue, at a breakneck pace for the bluff overlooking 
the sea. Mrs. Miller, thoroughly frightened and real- 
ising the iminent danger of being carried over tho 
bluff prepared to spring from the carriage. As the 
team approached Ocean avenue she gave a desperate 
Se eS ne: aT ee — — —⸗ 
hard road. 

Assistance was close at hand. The lady was found 
to be too badly injured to rise. She was taken up 
and carried into the Brighton Hotel near by, where 
she become unconscious. Drs. R. E. Rogers and Bent 
of the Howland Hotel and Dr. Hunter of the West 
End were soon in attendance, and every effort was 
made for the restoration of the injured lady, but she 
remained in a comatose state until this morning when 
she partially recovered, and waa.tenderly removed to 
her rooms at the West End Hotel. To-night she is 
reported to be more comfortable. The doctors agree 
that her injuries are confined to a severe shock re- 
ceived. No bones were broken. With care and quiet 
she will probably recover.: 

The coachman was pretty bedly injured by his fall, 
his leg being dislocated. He is receiving careful at- 
tention and will probably recover. The horses turned 
as they reached the bluff and darted down Ocean 
avenue, where they were finally stopped. The ani- 
mals were not injured, but. the carriage, was com- 
pletely demolished. 








A woman named Baptiste Philip has been sentenced 
at Aix, Belgium, to penal servitude for life for poison- 
ing her husband, her husbarid’s uncle and his mis- 
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LOCOMOTIVE, DASH OFF AT A FURIOUS RATE TOWARDS A 


SHE RELEASES HERSELF BY A DESPERATE JUMP FROM THE VEHICLE. 
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LUST AT ITS LOWEST. 


Revolting Revelation of a White Woman’s 
Illicit Intimacy With a Brutal 
Old Negro. 


A STRANGE INFATUATION 





Which Caused Her, When Discovered, to In- 
cite Her Sooty Paramour to the Mur- 
der of Her Husband. 





JUST FATE OF THE BEASTLY PAIR. 





STATESVILLE, N. C., August 15.—An execution, the 
first for along number of years, took place to-day at 
Taylorsville, a country town situated twenty-two 
miles from this place. The village is the capital of 
Alexander county, to which the cases of Robert Mc- 
Corkle, colored, and Sarah Wycoff, white, had been re- 
moved from Catawba, an adjoining county, where 
they were charged with the murder of J. Wesley Wy- 
coff, the husband of the female defendant, on the 
night of the 7th of November, 1878. The Wycoffs, hus- 
band and wife, with several children, lived near the 
village of Catawba Station. The husband was a 
farmer and mechanic and was absent from home a 
considerable part of his time plying his trade—that 
of acarpenter. He was an honest, well-meaning fel- 
low, but utterly ignorant, and belonging to that stra- 
tum of society which recognizes 

NO SOCIAL DISTINCTION AMONG THE RACES. 
About a mile from his house lived Bob McCorkle, a 
coal-black negro of sixty yearr, a hunter, a farmer and 
apolitician. The two families have been living thus 
near together for two years. Wycoff sometimes em- 
ployed Bob to work for him and often invited him to 
his house, where he ate with his host’s wife and chil- 
dren and associated with the family upon a footing 
of equality. Visiting Wycoff’s house frequently, dur- 
ing his absence there sprang up between McCorkle 
and Mrs. Wycoff illicit relations, which had been 
maintained for eight years previous to the occurrence 
which brought them to an end. News of this, after 
ao long a time, came.to the ears_of the injured hut- 
band, but he did not credit it. McCorkle’s visits to 
his house continued and proofs multiplied, so that he 
was at last convinced of his wif:’s infidelity. Even 
then the man only ,told his w fe that she should 
not let Bob come there any more while he was away; 
otherwise 

HE WOULD HAVE TO KILL HIM. 

Bob continued to come, nevertheless, and during one 
of these visits his paramour communicated to him 
the threats which her husband had uttered. She had 
in her possession a pistol belonging to Bob, and upon 
hearing of this speech he asked for and was given it, 
saying at the time, “I don’t want to kill anybody, but 
if Wycoff crowds me he will get hurt.’ 

On the 6th of November last Mrs. Wycoff and Bob 
were seen by different persons engaged in earnest con- 
versation. Surrounting circumstances went to show 
that this conversation lasted several hours. The next 
day, late in the afternoon, the two were again seen in 
the woods in conversation. That night, about eight 
o’clock, Wesley Wycoff was sitting by his fireside 
when one of the two dogs in the yard began barking 
furiously. He got up and went out, and as he did so 
@ gun was fired and Wycoff exclaimed, 

‘‘LORD HAVE MERCY ON MY SOUL!”’ 
He uttered no other word. As the shot was heard 
Mrs. Wycoff, turning to her eldest child, said, ‘Jake, 
your pap’s killec.’”” She sat up by the fire all the 
night, dozing occasionally, and never once went be- 
yond the door-step to learn the fate of her husband. 
His dead body was found lying in the yard the next 
morning, pierced through the heart by a load of shot. 

The excitement in the neighborhood became in- 
tense, suspicion settling at once upon Bob McCorkle. 
His arrest was immediately affected, as was also that 
of the woman. The coroner summoned a jury and 
pro-eeded to investigate the case. The testimony 
confirmed the general opinion. McCorkle's was a pe- 
culiar gun—an old army musket—and the noise of its 
report was well known in the neighborhood; several 
parties swore that they knew it, and it was that which 
they had heard the previous evening about eight 
o’clock in the direction of Wycoff’s house. The wad- 
ding which had been fired out of the gun was 

PICKED UP NEAR THE DEAD BODY. 
It was of brown paper and corresponded with some 
found in McCorkle’s pouch. The shot picked out of 
the body corresponded with that in his pouch. He 
had often been hegrd to say that he loaded with ten 
shot, as with that number he could cut a hawk down 
at sixty yards; ten shot were picked out of Wycoff's 
body. Tracks were found in the yard, in the direc- 
tion of Bob’s house, and were identified as his tracks. 
He could not sleep that night, and said to a colored 
friend the next evening that he “rolled and sweated 
all night,’”’ before this time he had discussed with a 
colored preacher whether or not forgiveness for mur- 
der were possible, expressing the opinion that it was 
and that aman could get pardon for anything out- 





side of self-murder. Finally, the larger of Wycoff’s 
two dogs knew Bob well, having hunted frequently 
with him; Wycoff had but recently gotten the smaller 
dog, and he did not know McCorkle; it was the small 
dog whicb had barked so furiously on the night of | 
the murder, while the large one remained quiet. | 
These circumstances formed the chain of 

EVIDENCE WHICH LED TO THE CONVICTION. | 
The‘man and woman were committed to jail at New- 
ton’, the county seat, without bail, the woman being | 
held as an accessory before the facts. At the term of | 
the’Saperior Court, held soon thereafter, the prison- 
ers filed an affidavit that they could not get justice in | 
Catawba, and upon their petition the cases were trans- 
‘ferred to Alexander county, where they came on for 
trial at the June term, 1879, Judge Graves presiding. | 
Twenty-five 


witnesses were examined, and two 





speeches were made on each side. The case was given 
to the jury at eight o’clock Friday night. At four 
o’clock Saturday morning a verdict of guilty as to 
both was returned. The prisoners were remanded 
and were brought out at ten o’clock T.m. of the same 
day to hear the sentence of the Court. McCorkle 
pleaded with the Judge for a speedy execution, say- 
ing: ‘*‘ May it please Your Honor, one hour :* iong 
enough for me. Put me through right off. Don’t 
keep me here longer than you can help; I am ready 
to taste death. Other men have brought me to this; 
I’ve got not a word to say against any of you, gentle- 
men.”’ In this way he rambled on for some time, giv- 
ing out the belief that he would make a full confession 
on the scaffold. At the end of his remarks the Judge 
ordered him to be executed on the 15th day of August, 


between the hours of ten o’clock a. mM. and two 


o’clock Pp. Ms. McCorkle received the sentence with 
STOICAL INDIFFERENCE. 
Mrs. Wycoff, a fair complezioned woman of thirty-five, 
rather good looking and of respectable parentage, was 
then sentenced to the State Prison for the balance of 
her natural life, and the prisoners, shaking hands 
with their counsel and bidding them farewell, were 
escorted back to jail. A week later the partners in 
sin parted company. Mrs. Wycoff was placed in the 
penitentiary at Raleigh, and to-day McCorkle expiated 
his atrocious crime upon the gallows. 

It has, perhaps, been many years since a felon was 
hanged in North Carolina upon the day originally 
fixed for his execution. Osually appeals follow 
trials, and new trials follow appeals. In this case the 
original sentence was carried out, and on the day 
fixed. Many people arrived in the village this mortr- 
ing by private conveyance from Statesville. The exe- 
cution was conducted publicly at the foot of the hi)l 
near the village, and was 

WITNESSED BY 3,000 PERSONS. 

In his cell the prisoner denied to reporters any knowl- 
edge of the killing of Wycoff, and was not disposed to 
talk of anything except spiritual matters. Surround- 
ed by a guard of 100 men armed with shot-guns,squir- 
rel rifles, muskets and bludgeons, he was carried in a 
wagon to the scaffold. There the minister said pray- 
ers and sang hymns, and the prisoner sang two hymns 
alone. After this he drew off his coat, tossed it into 
the wagon and exhorted the crowd, speaking for twen: 
ty minutes. but making no ref.rence to the murder. 
After his speech he took off his boots and said he was 
ready. He gave directions about the distribution of 
his personal effects ‘while the noose was being adjust- 
ed, and hummed a hymn as the cap was drawn over 
his face. The-drop fell at twenty-five minutes totwo, 
and in thirteen minutes Dr. J. R. Campbell pro- 
nounced lifeextinct. The only confession of any kind 
made by him was in his ceil, where he acknowledged 
his criminal relations with Mrs. Wycoff. On the scaf- 
fold he said to a friend who asked him the question, 
that he had not killed Wycoff, but had an idea who 
had. He was perfectly cool and collected to the last. 
The drop was four feet, and death resulted from stran- 
gulation. 

The condemned man had been a prominent Repub- 
lican politician, and had taken an active part in the 
local politics of Catawba county. He belonged to the 
most extreme wing of that county. He had been fre- 
quently heard to declare on the stump “that white 
and black men must eat, vote and sleep togother.”’ 


A WESTERN SAMPSON. 


The Marveious Yarns, with a Frontier 


Flavor, Concerning the Fabulous Strength 
of a Wisconsin Half-Breed. 


A Milwaukee, Wis., correspondent of the Chicago 
Times, gives the following account of a Western Sam- 
son of our own day: 

Hon. Sat. Clark of Horicon, was in town the other 
day, and after telling some of his interesting reminis- 
cences of the early days when Jeff Davis commanded 
at Fort Winnebago, where Mr. Clark was post sutler, 
he said: ‘‘ By the way, you have heard of old Pete 
Pauquette?’’ The correspondent had heard long ago 
and often, of the remarkable man, and knew that Mr. 
Clark could give interesting facts concerning him, and 
replied: ‘‘ Oh, yes, he was the Samson of the Wincon- 
sin. Tell me something about him ?”’ 

«Rather call him.“ said Mr. Clark, ‘“‘ the Samson of 
the world; for without doubt he was, in his pr'me, the 
strongest man who has lived since the great gates of 
the city were borne away. I have never doubted the 
Bible stories of Samson’s strength since I first saw 
something of what Pete Pauquette’s muscles were 
capable of doing.” 

Then Mr. Clark meditated awhile and remarked: “I 
must have kncwn Pauquctte as long back as 1830, and 
I think the first stories Iever heard of his prodigioue 
strength were told me by Jeff Davis; ab, Jeff was a 
bright young of*cer. You see, Pauquette, who was a 
half-breed, used to make the vicinity of the old fort 
his headquarters, and every now and then as occasion 
happened, we would see some new evidence of his 
wonderful powers of 

ENDURANCE OR STRENGTH. 
He was not a heavy man, or rather, is not, for he is 
still alive, but is quite slim, although his arms and 
legs were big with muscles. I almost dislike to give 
instances of his feats, as I remember them, they seem 
so incredible. The first remarkable exertion I ever 
saw Pauquette make was to take an iron weight that 
had been used as a pile driver and lift it clear from 
the ground and swing it round more easily than I 
could have handled a hundred pounds; and I have got 
some muscle myself. Quite a crowd of us saw him 
do it, and we got the exact weight of the iron. It was 
2,600 pounds. I don’t believe a man has ever lived 
who could do it, except Pauquette, and I declare he 











| didn’t seem to exert himself much either.* One day a 


party was proceeding by boat up the Fox, intending 
to go down the Wisconsin. When the portage came 
to be made a yoke of oxen was procured to draw the 
boat across. The boat was very heavy, and before 
half the distance had had been made one of the 
OXEN GAVE OUT COMPLETELY. 

Pauquette was along, and what do yon suppose he 
did ? 








‘‘ Picked the schooner np and threw it across ?’’ ven- | 
tured the correspondent, anxious to imply faith in | 
anything. : | 

-* Well, not hardly that, but he took the end of the | 
yoke vacated by the playea-out ox and pulled against | 
the other ox,and the novel team hauled the boat and 
traps across ali right, and Pete didn’t seem to mind 
the strsin half as much as tae ox did. Now,I know 
that these assertions secm like rather tough yarns.” 

“Ch, not at all. Years ago I heard of Pauquette’s 
wonderful strength, but never before had the oppor- 
tunity of listening to a desrciption of anything he had 
done. Go ahead.” 

‘* His muscles were like iron in their hardness. I 
have had him bare his arm to me and I have takeu a 
hammer and cracked hickory nuts upon the muscles; 
and it was like cracking them onastone. One feat 
that I know of Pauquette’s doing, and to which there 
were a number of witnesses, seem so absolutely impos- 
sible that no one-will believe the story if I tell it, but 
it is 

‘* TRUE, TRUE Abs LIFE.”’ 

The correspondent intcrrupted the narrator to as- 
sure him that implicit faith wes a matter of principle 
with a truly yood people, and that the tale should be 
believed anyhow. 

“ Well, it happened at Green Bay. Everybody up 
that way had heard of Pete’s power, and was anxious 
to see some evidence of it. The Samson had a friend 
who kept a grocery store, and in the evening quite a 
crowd gathered there in hopes of seeing an exhibition 
of strength. Pauquette came in his quiet way, noted 
the crowd, and took in the situation at a glance. A 
barrel of hickory nuts sat by the counter, and with- 
out a word he took up sa handful of the dry, hard 
nuts, held them out so all could see them, and then 
crushed them to pieces by simply closing his hand 
on them, just as you or I would crush a handful of 
bird’s eggs. Jeff Davis and other officers at the fort 
saw him do the same thing repeatedly, and there is 
no question of the fact—that Pauquette really did 
perform the wonderful feat as I have described it. 
Even more strange stories of his great strength used 
to be common, but I have told you only of things 
that I myself 

SAW AND KNOW BEYOND DOUBT. 

His powers of walking, running, etc., were almost 
equal to his strength, and in fact are well preserved 
now; and he could probably go 100 miles to Weston’s 
60.0or70. It will never be positively known just how 
much Pauquette could lift when he was in his prime, 
but judging from the way in which he handled the 
2,600 pound’pile driver, it is reasonable to suppose 
that at that time he cuuld have easily raised double, or 
nearly double that weight. At any rate he ough! to 
go upon the record as the modern Samson, the strong- 
est man in the world.” 

Peter Pauquette has long been known as a man of 
almost superhuman strength, and at one time, a 
number of years ago, Mr. Clark prepared and read a 
paper before the historical society (?) in which abund- 
ant proof was furnished of the half-breed having 
actually performed the astonishing feats Mr. Clark 
has here described to him. In the interest of what is 
rare and curious, the proof that is yet obtainable 
ought to be gathered and made a matter of record, 
that could not be disputed, in relation to the physical 
powers of the Samson of Wisconsin. 
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Prightfal Domestic Tragedy. 


Sr. Joun, N. B., August 15.—Margaretville, a small 
village on the Bay of Fundy shore, Annapolis county, 
N. 8., was the scene of a horrible tragedy on Wednes- 
day morning. It appears that the murderer, David 
Gates, has been laboring under temporary insanity 
for some time past, but his friends not deeming him 
dangerous, allowed him his usual liberty, and his 
wife, with whom he was never known to quarrel, 
entertained no fears of violence from his hands. On 
Wednesday morning, however, the younger members 
of the Gates family were aroused at an early hour by 
the terrifying screams of their mother. The eldest 
boy, aged sixteen, rushed to the door of his mother’s 
bedroom, where he was confronted by his father, who 
wielded a hatchet in a menacing manner. The son 
escaped to a neighboring hotel, being pursued for a 
short distance by the deranged parent, who then went 
back to mutilate his wife with the hatchet. The boy 
in the meantime aroused the landlord and one of his 
guests, who immediately returned with the youth,but 
on entering the house they found it deserted by all 
the farhily, and the bleeding body of Mrs. Gates lying 
on the floor. Medical aid was at once called, but life 
was already extinct. 

The following facts were elicited at the inquest: 
The eldest daughter, aged eighteen, was awakened by 
her mother’s screams, and, getting up, saw her »n the 
floor, her father standing over her, hatchet in hand- 
The second daughter saw Gates strike his wife with 
the hatchet and then strike himself with the back of 
it, and heard him say he would “kill all hands.” The 
jury returned a verdict in accordance with the above 
facts. 

While the inquest was in session search was made 
for the murderer. Tracing him around the building 
by the drops of blood that fell from his wounds it was 
found that the trail led off in th> direction of the 
beach; but, it being then nearly high water, the 
search was not thorough. About noon Gates was 











found drowned in the dock, the tide having receded. | 
Around his neck was a cord, severa] turns of which | 
were tied in a bow-knot, and on his scalp was a flesh | 
wound. It appears there was no water in the dock | 
when he jumped off, but, being stunned by the fall, | 
he lay there until the tide rose and covered him. | 


The Usnai Luck of Lookers-On- 


San Francisco, August 17.—At Los Angeles J. D. 
Lynch and William A. Spaulding, editors respective- 
ly of the Hera/d and Express, engaged in a shooting 
affray on the street last night. Several bystanders 
were wounded, but both belligerents escaped unhurt. 
The trouble arose from an article in the Hrrald, re- 
flecting on Spaulding. 
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AN ENGLISH DOMESTIO DRAMA. 


Sad Story of the Suicide of a Father Whose 
Imprisonment and the Consequent Im- 
poverishment of His Helpless Family For 
Justly Shooting the Destroyer of His 
Daughter Drove Him to Despair. 








The Coroner for Central Middlesex, England, Dr, 
Hardwicke, received information on the 5th, from the 
authorities of the House of Correction, Colbath 
Fields, Clerkenwell, of the suicide of Henry Pace, 
who was a short timefsince sentenced_to eighteen 
months’ hard labor for the manslaughter of a young 
man named Cé%. Both men were employed at the 
Clerkenwell Glass Works, St. James’s walk, Clerken- 
well, and in a fit of passion brought on by Cole 
having induced Pace’s daughter to live with him, the 
unfortunate convict committed the act for which he 
was suffering at the time of his death. Some sym- 
pathy having been aroused on behalf of the “‘ ruined 
home,” the public subscribed toward the support of 
the family during Pace’s imprisonment. The deceas- 
ed retired to rest on Sunday evening, the 3d inst., at 
the usual time,nothing being noticed unusual, or sus- 
pected, by any one. At twenty minutes past six on 
the morning of the 5th, the warden, on calling his 
number, was astonished at receiving no reply, and 
on looking into the cell found the man hanging by 
his braces to the grating of the window. Medical 
assistance was obtained, but without avail, as Pace 
was found to have been 

DEAD SOME TIME. 

The deceased’s-father who is employed by the same 
firm as the deceased, says: ‘‘ Since his conviction I 
have constantly visited him according to the rules of 
the prison. The last time was on Friday, 25th ult., 
when he seemed in his usual health and spirits, and 
expressed himself well pleased with the treatment 
he received in the prison. He did not show a de- 
spondent spirit, but, on the contrary, appeared to be 
more cheerful, especially when ke learned that his 
wife and family were well provided for. He never 
made any allusion to the crime of which he was con- 
victed, except on one occasion, when he remarked. 
‘ What a lucky escape,’ alluding to his escape from a 
capital conviction.”’ 

By the prison regulations the friends of prisoners 
are only allowed to visit once in three months, and 
then the visitors have to be named, as a request, by 
the prisoners themselves. As a reward for his good 
behavior the visiting privilege was accorded to the 
deceased a fortnight earlier, and the last occasion 
was Friday, 25th ult., when his father and his wife 
saw him at the House of Detention. 

The intelligence of the death of her husband was 
forwarded to the widow by post, but owing to the 
bank holiday she had not received the letter when a 
messenger called and 

COMMUNICATED THE SAD NEWS. 


When she had sufficiently recovered trom the shock 
to speak, she said: ‘* The first time I saw my un- 
fortunate husband after his arrest was in Newgate. 
He held up his hands and said, ‘I never thought you 
would see me in sucha plaice,’ and then he turned 
away. I was glad he did so, for I could not bear to 
look at him. On each occasion that I saw him he 
asked about the girl Lizzie (our eldest girl, who has 
caused all the trouble). He asked me if I had not 
seen her, and I told him that lhad not. He said. 
‘ What? don’t she come to see her mother, or send 
her baby!’ I said no, but I would try tosee her. My 
husband’s father went to see the girl, but the friends 
of Cole refused him admission, at which he was much 
hurt, ard when my husband heard of this he ob- 
served. ‘ Wait till I come out; I will go and see ter 
myself.’ A day or two afterward my daughter Lizzie 
left word that she would not see me at home, but she 
would see me at my mother’s, where I went to see 
her. She then told me on her knees, that she was 
married, but I have found out that her 

STATEMENT WAS WHOLLY UNTRUE. 
{At this point the poor woman was much overcome, 
and it was some minutes before she could resume her 
narrative.] My daughter also said to me, ‘Oh, 
mother, what can I do to save my father?’ I told her 
she could do nothing, it was too late. On Friday, 25th 
ult. [received a printed notice from the Colbath Fields 
prison to visit my husband. and found him in his 
usual state of health, although I must admit that 
from some of his observations I thought he was 
rather strange in his manner. When I first saw him he 
said it was the longest week he had had since his con- 
finement, but at the same time he was getting along 
very favorably. The prison authorities were very 
kind to him, and indeed they spoke of him in the 
same terms. Among the number of questions he 
asked me were, whether 1 resided in the same house: 
did I get sufficient food; were the children well pro- 
vided for; and, had I seen the boy (meaning my son. 
who had lately returned from sea)? all of which I 

ANSWERED IN THE AFFIRMATIVE. 

My husband then inquired if my son had heard of 
‘ the unfortunate affair,’ and I told him he had, as he 
had read it in a newspaper in Shields. My husband 
then said. ‘ For God’s sake don’t le’ him come here 
to this dreadful place to see mc.’ Since this interview 
my boy has gone back to sea. I can’t realize th: 
fact of my peor husband committing suicide. ! 
scarcely can believe it. My poor husband was a kind. 
open-hearted man. I have four children dependext 
on me now, and, thank God, through the charity ©: 
sympathizing friends, I have been able to provid 
them, up to the present, with all the necessaries © 
life. The fund raised on my behalf gives me £2 1''* 


| a week, which was my husband’s money, but £1 4 


week is allowel to my daughter out of the fund. \t 
the end of the term of my husband’s imprisonment # 
lump sum was to come to us: but now I cannott 
what will be the result.” 

During the time the poor woman was giving ' 
foregoing narrative the father of the deceased arr’ 
and-comforted his daughter-in-law as best he cou 
The poor little chi’dren, who have hitherto been k:: * 
imorant of their father’s position, still remain § 
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BOSTON’S TRAGIC HORROR. 


Atrocious, Cruel and Gowardly Murder of 
Mr. Joseph F. Frye, a Prominent Mer- 
chant, by Mercenary Miscreants. 





WELCOMING HIS SLAYERS 





Who, Under the Guise of Friendship, Enter 
His House, Partake of His Heartily 
Extended Hospitality 





AND REPAY IT WITH ASSASSINATION. 


{With IlNustrations and Portraits. | 

The citizens of Boston were thrown into the wild. 
est excitement on the 15th by the discovery that Mr. 
Joseph F. Frye, one of the best-known and most suc- 
cessful merchants of that city, had been foully mur- 
dered during the previous night at his residence on 
Beacon Hill. Mr. Frye was a member of the firm of 
Madan & Frye, leather merchants, of South Market 
street, was estimated to be worth almost a quarter of 
a million dollars, and lived in one of the most fashion- 
able parts of Joy street. 

The circumstances of the case, as far as developed, 
are as follows: At eleven o’clock on the morning after 
the deed a letter-carrier, having letters for some of 
the family, called at the house and rang the bell but 
received no response to his summons. The storm- 
door being ajar, he opened it, and found the inner 
door wide open and two gas-jets ia the hall at full 
blaze. Mr. A. H. Towne was passing at the moment 
and the carrier called his attention to the circum” 
stances. The two, having determined that an investi- 
gation ought to be made, called to Officer Leavitt, of 
the Third Precinct police, and a search was begun. 
In the cellar, Mr. Frye was found lying on his face, 
with the blood which had flowed from wounds in his 
head and neck standing in coagulated pools 

AROUND AND UNDER THE BODY. 

Near by was a coal-hod, and in this was found a 
seven-barrelled revolver, with one chamber emptied, 
and the hammer raised ready for another shot. 
Mr. Frye’s diamond stud was still in his shirt-front, 
and his cuff-buttons were untouched, but his watch 
and chain were gone, and there was no money on his 
person. 

The safe, which stands in the dining-room at the 
rear of the first floor, was found with its outer door 
open and the key lying upon the top. This key Mr. 
Frye usually carried in his pocket. The private com- 
partments of the interior had been tampered with, 
and one of them with a wooden front had been 
chipped away with a knife or chisel. A large silver 
table-service, a gift to Mrs. Frye, was left in the safe, 
as were some solid and plated silver knives, but there 
were no forks nor spoons found in the safe or else- 
where in the house; neither was there any money, ex- 
cept a collection of 

OLD COINS IN A CANVASS BAG, 

Mr. J. N. Beals, the salesman in charge at the store, 
said that Mr. Frye quit his place of business at hali 
past five o’clock on the fatal evening in unusually 
good spirits and full of plans for the details of next 
day’s business. At six o’clock his sister, who lives 
next door, saw him at the balcony of the second floor’ 
which is covered with a profusion of flowers, watcr- 
ing the plants, and indulged in a little pleasantry with 
him about his wetting people in the street. Later. 
he was about town until eight o’clock with a friend, 
Mr. L. K. Marsh, who left him in Boylston street and 
went to his home near Eggleston square, without see” 
ing Frye again. At half past seven p. m. Officer Cool- 
idge, passing on the opposite side of the street, saw a 
light in the billiard hall in the upper story of Mr. 
Frye’s house, and heard the mevements of those at 
play. At ten o’clock a neighbor, retiring, went to the 


window to close the blinds and saw men at play in 


Mr. Frye’s billiard room, but did not notice who they 
were. At about the same time Mr. Frye’s sister 
fAW A LIGHT IN THE ROOM. 

At half past ten o’clock Sergeant Hines, passing along 
Pinckney street, noticed that the same apartment was 
lighted. At «leven o’clock a gentleman passed down 
Joy street who thinks that the hall was not then 
lighted. Shortly after he passed the house he heard 


the report of something which he then thought was 


the explosion of a percussion cap on a toy pistol], but 
which he now imagines was the report of the fata) 
weapon. 

Mr. Frye married, some years ago, a daughter oi 
Peleg Gardner, of Providence, R. I. and at the time oi 
their marriage the couple had a large amount of sil- 
verware presented to them, which they usually kept 
in the house. Mr. Frye’s family associations were 0i 
the happiest nature. The house in which he resided 
was the property of his wife, it having been bequeatl. 
ed to her by her father at the time of his death, some 
two years ago. Mr. Frye has two sons, Gardiner and 
Joseph, aged respectively fifteen and twelve years, 
who, with their mother, were spending the summer 
at Wolfboro’ and New Boston, N.H. A few days ago 


Mr. Frye received a letter from them, telling what a | 


good time they had been having, and intimating that 
they should soor: return home. He answered the let- 
ter, advising them that if they were enjoying them- 
selves to remain a fortnight longer, or until the dog- 


| this: On or after the departure of Mr. Frye’s guest 


| There he was encountered and attacked by a strange 





money for them to steal. Besides he said that the] 
people in his neighborhood were honest, and there is 
no danger in leaving doors and windows open for the 
admission of air these hot nights. 

A theory in the minds of those who have most clore- 
ly scrutinized the premises and the circumstances is 


for the night he heard some one in the cellar, and 
WENT DOWN TO INVESTIGATE. 


burglar, who had gained entrance by the way of the 
rear basement door, which is like a window-blind and 
fastened on the inside by a spring lock of the com- 
monest kind. In the scuffle which ensued with the 
two face to face the assailant managed to get his 
pocket-knife or some similer weapon in his right hand 
and, holding it with the blade extended beyond the 
little finger, tried at first to inflict a fatal wound in 
Mr. Frye’s throat, but the blows being successfully 
warded off, the burglar tried to dispatch Mr. Frye by 
plunging his knife into his heart, and lestly,thinking 
that the clothing over the chest prevented full exe- 
cution, he tried to disable or murder his victim by 
STABBING HIM IN THE SIDE. 

This also proving ineffectual, or too slow a process 
of quieting Mr. Frye, who had already begun to make 
outcries for help, a companion. of the assailant 
stepped in, held his pistol to the breast of his victim, 
and fired. The murdered man not falling instantly, 
the pistol was cocked fcr a second shot, when the 
man fell forward, and the robbers, throwing the 
revolver into the -coal hod, or dropping it in their 
haste, gathered up the plunder which they had 
already taken while the occupant of the house and 
his friends were up-stairs playing billiards, and es- 
caped through the basement door, which locks itself, 
and which was found closed. 

The safe in the upper part of the house, used by 
the old man for storage of paper, money and other 
valuables, was found open, with marks indicating: 
that the murderer had used force power on it. A 
drawer inside was found wrenched open, as marks of 
a knife was found on the woodwork. : 

It was rifled to all appearances, and every thing in 
it taken, except a few papers. The strangest action of 
the burglar was that he did not touch some $600 
worth of silverware which the safe contained, and 
which must have presented itself to him 

WHEN HE OPENED THE RECEPTACLE. 
A valuable gold watch and chain, which the old man 
was known to have worn when last seen,was missing, 
as well as his pocket-book, which the murderer is 
supposed to have taken. A canvas bag containing a 
large number of foreign coins was left untouched. 

It has been learned that Frye for some time past 
has had a boy called “ Italian Joe,” sixteen years cf 
age. Joe is the son of an Italian fruit pedlar, who has 
been calling at his residence quite frequently during 
the evenings. Frye proposed to educate the youth, 
and has been teaching him how to read and write the 
English language. The people c’aimed to know that 
Julian Joe was one of those at Frye’s house at ten 
o’clock on the evening of the murder, and the fact 
that the stabs on the dead body appeared as if done 
with a stileletto, increased the suspicion that he 
knew something about the murder. The police pro- 
pose a theory that Joe, who had become famil‘ar with 
the house during the evening, let some of his Italian 
friends, who reside at the notorious North End, into 
the house, knowing that the old man, who lived 
alone 

COULD OFFER BUT FEEBLE RESISTANCE. 
It is believed the motives of these fiends was the 
robbery of the old man’s safe, and that being die- 
covered they murdered the latter to escape detec- 
tion. 

It is regarded as certain that professional burglars 
did not do the job, for they would not have worked 
with such aclumsy tool as a knife or been so igno- 
rant as to suppose that the removal of the slab would 
facilitate the work. There is no confusion in the 
room where the safe is, nor any evidence of the 
slightest struggle. ‘All the windows are securely 
fastened and none of the furniture is disarranged. 
The fact that the heavy marble'slab was removed 
indicates that more than one man was engaged in the 
robbery. 

‘The Italian in question was arrested late on the 
following night, but he declined to say anything 
except that he 

‘‘ DIDN’T KNOW MUCH ABOUT IT.”’ 
He is of medium and stout stature, and is ignorant 
as well as repulsive in countenance. Why Frye ever 
took to such a fellow is a mystery. 

A man of repulsive appearance was seen near the 
house about ten o'clock on the night of the murder, 
loading a revoiver in the street, and it is thought he 
had a hand in the murder. Police are looking after 
this fellow. 

All who were acquainted with Frye unite in saying 
that by his easy and affable manner he succeeded in 
passing through the world 

WITHOUT MAKING A SINGLE ENEMY. 
It looked for several days as though another Hull 
murder case had been sprung on the police to set 
them by the ears and baffle all efforts at detection, but 
at last, on the 19th, the mystery surrounding the 
tragic death of the victim was satisfactorily solved by 


: The credit of bringing to justice two of the guilty 
‘parties belongs to Officers James Wood and John 
‘Howard, of the Third Division, who have labored as- 
siduously by day and night in their work. From the 
‘first, when they learned of the visits of the little Ital- 
ian (Joe) to the house of Frye, they were convinced 
that the butchery of the old man was the work of 


NONE OTHER THAN ITALIANS. 

Even after little Joe’s release from custody on Satur- 
day night, the 16th, they were not shakeu in their 
opinions. From information obtained early on Mon- 
day, they became still more positive in the opinion 
above expressed. The officers learned that a certain 
Greek, named Antonio Ardito, had been moving about 
the North End, and was the subject of suspicion 
among the Italian people of the North End. Theoffi 

cers found that Ardito, who is but twenty-two years 
old, had been in this country but two months, and 
fied from Italy for a murder committed by him there. 
Ardito was found to be employed at the barber sh-p, 
12 Fleet street, where he waa accustomed to sleep at 
night. 

After considerable watching, the officers found that, 
among the list of acquaintances that Ardito, the 
Greek, formed here, was one Nico’o Infantino, an Ital- 
ian youth, sixteen years old, employed at the barber 
shop 33 Causeway street. Inquiry into the young 
man’s antecedents revealed the fact that he had 
worked at the place for some two years, and that, 
furthermore, he was well acquainted with the mur- 
dered man, from the fact of the latter having fre- 
quently called at the shop to get shaved. It was 
learned further that young Nicolo, although meek in 
appearance, was possessed of a bad temper at times, 
as well as 

A MOST 8TOLID DISPOSITION. 

It was found that Mr. Frye, during the past six 
‘months, had been in the habit of calling at the Cause- 
way street shop to get shaved, and seémed to have a 
decided preference for Nicolo, who invariably shaved 
him. The result was that both became quite inti- 
mate,-and as @ result, the old man frequently had 
Nicolo come up to his residenceé.on Joy street. Nicolo, 
on the occasion of these visits, frequently played bil- 
ligeds with the old man, and also partook of the lat- 
}ter’s hospitality otherwise.” On these visits Nocolo 
naturally found but little trouble in getting s 
thorough knowledge ofthe premises. Nicolo became 
impressed with the olf man’s importance and wealth. 
He also, it was found, hed frequently spoken of his 
rich acquaintances, meaning Mr. Frye, on Beacon Hill, 
and seemed to take s great pride in the fact that he 
was thought so much of by such a personage. It was 
found farther that, among Nicolo’s personal acquaint- 
ances, was another Sicilian, known as Larry O’Neill,a 
fellow of uxenviable and notorious character,also em- 
ployed with Ardito, the Greek, at the shop, 12 Fleet 
street. In hunting up the antecedents uf this fellow, 
it was found that, a few weeks since, he threatened 
to stab a fellow on Hanover street, the latter 


BARELY ESCAPING WITH HIS LIFE. 
“Larry” has a reputation of being possessed of 
thieving propensities, and was a fit confederate in a 
terrible crime such as has been perpetrated. The 
suspicions of the officers: were increased by this 
knowledge, and they decided to look over the parties. 
Officers Wood and Howard accordingly went tothe 
Fleet street barber shop, shortly after noon cn the 
18th, and on entering engaged in conversation with 
the Greek, who exhibited some signs of nervousness. 
As the officers entered, ‘‘ Larry”’ carelessly walked 
out, but his identity at that moment not being 
known to the officers, he was not intercepted. As the 
the conversation between Officer Wood and Ardito 
progressed, the latter continued to grow more nerv- 
ous, and several times appeared as if trying to keep 
cool, but failed. The officers felt convinced that he 
knew something about the murder, and, accordingly, 
they locked him up at Station 3. Nicolo Infanto was 
soon after taken into custody, and was also locked 
up, but all search for “ Larry ”’ 

WAS WITHOUT SUCCESS. 
Late the same night Nicolo weakened, and at last 
gave the officers information which finally led to 
their soon becoming possessed of all the facts of the 
murder, which proves to have been one of the most 
premeditated and cold-blooded ever committed in 
Massachusetts. 

It appears from the story furnished by one of the 
murderers, that Nicolo, frequently called “ Nick ’’ by 
many of his friends, was well acquainted with old 
man Frye’s habits, and between him, Ardito the 
Greek, and ‘Larry’’ it was aranged to rob the 
honse, as well as to murder the old maa, to get pos- 
session of the money he was supposed to carry in his 
pocket. It was believed by all three that the old 
man was exceedingly wealthy, and that there was a 
chance of carrying away ' 

MANY THOUSANDS OF DOLLARS. 
The murder of the old man was frequently discussed, 
Nicolo at first expressang a decided aversion to that 
part of the job in hand but through the arguments 
of his old confederates, the Greek and ‘ Larry,” 
finally consented to the arrangement. It was claimed 
by the two older confederates, that Nick’s acquain- 
tance with the old man would be sufficient to arrange 
for an easy entry to the house, and it was proposed 
that Nicolo should fix it so that he should be invited 





the arreat of the perpetrators, their confession of the 


The arrest of Murphy, a South Boston man, against 
whom a plausible story had been made up, stimu- 


day season was over. Even on the day of the murder | lated public curiosity, and a sense of regret was felt | 


he wrote a letter to his wife, and was 
IN A VERY CHEERFUL MOOD 

at the time. He had a large degree of contidence in 
human nature. This is exemplified by his habits at 
home. It is a well-known fact that he k. pt a large 
quantity of valuable silver ornaments and utensils in 
his house, with no attempt at concealment, and ont 
of his friends relates that last week he passed the 


whén he was discharged, not because people had any- 

thing against him but because they wanted somebody | 
held for the crime. Then an Italian boy was brought 
in and closely questioned, and this was the first step 
made in what has been since proven to be the real 
clew to the murderers. On the night of the lsth two 
ther men were arrested, named Nicolo Infantino, an 


Italian, aud Antonio Ardito, aGreek. The former was 


night with Mr. Frye, and the latter retired leaving the | a barber, who shaved Frye regularly, and the latter a 
g : 


windows all open and the front door ajar. When te- | friend of his at the North End. A third man, nick- 
moustrated with for his carelessness Mr. Frye rejoiu- named “ Larry O’Neill,”’ but really an Italian named | 
ed that no one would ever molest him, as he bad no | Lorenso, escaped. 


| Causeway street tonsorial palace. 
! 


| to the house, and be allowed to take a friend with 
| crime and the actual recovery of some of the plunder | 
| in their possession. 


him in the person of the Greek, who had but recent- 


ly arrived from Europe, and who was a real nice fel- 
| low. Nicolo was accordingly invited by Mr. Frye to 


bring his friend up on Thursday night and havea 
game or so of billiards, of which amusement the un- 
fortunate man 

WAS PASSIONATELY FOND. 


Nicolo agreed, and the Greck and “ Larry ’’ were soon | 
notified of the fact. Final plans for the crime were then | 


soon perfected, and it was arranged that the three as- 
sassins should mect on the Common at 8 o’clock that 
evening. All were on hand at the appointed time, 
Nicolo being armed with a large pair of shears that 
he was in the habit of using in cutting hair at the 


armed with the revolver, which now turns out to be 


was committed. It was thought best that « Larry” 
should not go into the house, and it was decided that 
he should stay outside and keep guard while his con- 
federates were inside. It was arranged that, after en- 
tering the house, Nicolo should arrange it so that the 
old man should show the Greek over the house. After 
some further conversation, during which Ardito 
showed a desire to hurry up the job, the final ar- 
rangements for its execution were completed. The 
Greek took the shears that Nicolo had with him, and 
the latter was furnished with 


THE DEATH-DEALING REVOLVER. 

Then all started for Frye’s house, going from the 
Comumon, up Joy street, over the hill and passed 
rapidly to Mr. Frye’s house. This was about half 
past eight o’clock, and, leaving “ Larry ”’ on the side- 
walk to keep guard, Nicolo and Ardito opened the 
storm-door and ascended the steps to the front door. 
Neither spoke, but seemed to hold their breath. Ni- 
colo rang the bell, and in a very short time Mr. Frye 
opened the door and greeted Nicolo and his friend 
Ardito warmly. The villanous C -sk was introduced 
to the old man, and was greeted with 


WARM SHAKING OF THE HAND. 
Mr. Frye, little dreaming of the villainy uppermost 
in the hearts of his vi<itors, showed the designing 
devils, who were all smiles, up-stairs into his parlor 
on the second story. Here some little time was spent 
8-cially, during which all partook of drinks and other 
refreshments. After half an hour spent here, all 
three then proceeded to the billiard-room in the top 
story of the building. The old man here asked the 
Greek if he had ever played, but he seemed to have 
no interest in the game. 

During the evening of the murder the young man 
“ Nick” and Mr. Frye played billiards in the upper 
room, while the Greek Ardito, amused himself by 
playing on the piano, and at intervalls all three 
would have something to drink. Between eleven and 
twelve o'clock (the exact time is not known), Nick, 
acting under instructions from the Greek, urged Mr. 
Frye to visit the various parts of the house tor the 
purpose of showing it tothem. This request the old 
gentleman did not at first seem willing to grant, but, 
after considerable persuasion, he’ finally consented, 
and the trio started down-stairs to the basement, Mr. 
Frye all unconscious of the terrible bd 


FATE IN WAITING FOR HIM. 
It had previously been arranged between them that 
if he was induced to go down in the cellar they 
would take away what money he had, after which 
they were to rob the house. Acting in pursuance of 
this agreement, as soon as the old gentleman reached 
the bottom of the cellar stairs, he having been pre- 
ceded by the Greek, the latter turned and grabbed 
him with the ferocity of a tiger. He was armed with 
a pair of scissors, with which he immediately com- 
menced inflicting the wounds which were found on 
his body. The doomed man, although taken by sur- 
prise, made a desperate resistance, and while being 
stabbed to death by his brutal assailant, he tried to 
shake hands with the boy Nick, asking him in the 
most piteous manner 
— TO SPARE HIS LIFE. 

At this juncture, and even while the poor man was 
pleading for his life, the Greek ordered Nick to shoot, 
telling him at the same time that, if he did not shoot, 
he (the Greek) would shoot him. Terrified by the 
threate thus made, the boy fired the fatal shot, the 
victim fell on his face, uttering a single cry. After 
rifling the pockets of the murdered man, and taking 
from him his gold watch, chain, seal and keys, they 
left the body where it had fallen, and immediately 
went up-stairs to see what they could find worth 
stealing. The marble slab which has been spokenof | 
as being on the top of the safe, was first taken off, the 
Greek taking hold on one side and Nick the other, 
their reason for so doing being the idea that by re- 
moving it they could the more easily get at the con- 
tents of the safe. Failing in getting et the property 
by that means they next opened the asfe doors and 
took the silver spoken of in the commencement of 
the article, and about which so much has been said. 
Both men deny that Mr. Frye was struck at all 
during the struggle, and say that the bruises on his 
head were probably caused by his head coming in 
contact with the floor : 

; WHEEE HE FELL AFTER BEING SHOT. 
After rifling the safe they left the house, leaving the 
doors in just the condition they were found by the 
letter-carrier the next morning. When the Greek 
and Nick came out of Frye’s house, Larry had gone 
off, and the other two came down without him. At, 
or near, half pes eleven o’clock they came together in 
Hanover street, and went together to the Green 
street barber’s and found him in bed. They asked 
to leave some property with him, but he declined to 
receive it. Afterward he consented, and, taking a 
bundle, hid it in a hole in the chimney opening 
from the sleeping room. The Greek kept a part in 
his pocket, and it was afterward found in Fleet strzet. 
The morning efter the murder all three men met in 
the North street place, when the property was all 

7 PUT TOGETHER AGAIN AND BEDIVIDED. 

Nick and the. Greek took equal parte of the silver. 
Larry received the wach-chain and seal. Nick left his 
charge of the plunder where they were, and the 
Greek took his to 12 Fleet street, a barber shop kept 
| by Joseph: Donato. Donato, who isthe Greek’s em- 
| ployer, as well.as an intimate friend of the Green 
| street barber and Nick, pulled a small piece of board 
| off one of the walls of his shop, near the floor, and 
placing the silver in the hole, replaced the board. 
| Saturday morning, the 6th, the watch and chain were 
| brought to the Green str-et barber, who hid them on 
|a shelf behind the gas meter. All the property re- 
mained in this disposition until the 19th, when it was 
' found and taken possession of by Officers Wood and 
Howard. Donato will be charged with being an ac- 
cessory after the fact, in having sanctioned the con- 
cealment of some of the property in his shop. 





— — © 0} — 


Larry“ came | VICKSBURG, Miss., August 20.—H. M. Dixon, late 


independent candidate for sheriff of Yazoo county, 


ithe identical weapon with which the bloudy deed | wae shot and killed last evening. 
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STEWART’S SEPULCHRE. 


Not the Magnificent Mausoleum Provided 
for the Purpose by the Wealth of the 
Famous Merchant. 


— — 


BUT STILL VEILED FROM VIEW 


By the Mysterious Miscreants Whose Dese- 
cration of His Tomb Constitutes One of the 
Most Remarkabl> of Modern Crimes. 


STORY OF A STRANGE NEGOTIATION. 


MontrEAL, Aug. 15th.—About the 9th of November, 
last, near the close of navigation, a .canal-boat came 
up the St. Lawrence in a tow of the propeller Quaker 
City. The boat contained only « light cargo. The 
unusual sight of an almost empty boat paying heavy 
towage charges excited comment. Wharf loungers 
could not comprehend its unusual appearance. In a 
few hours it was moored to a wharf in the canal 
basin, at the foot of Colborn street. Several coal 
heavers visited it, anticipating a discharge of cargo, 
but only a few tons were apparent. The captain 
carried a six-shooter, drank and swore heavily, and 
affected a braggadocio style, bragging when drunx of 
the great shooting he had done. The boat lay at her 
moorings for several days before the arrival was re- 
ported to Torrance & Co., the agents for the Whitehall 
Transportation Company. When reported, the cap- 
tain registered the boat as the W. O. Shelton, New 
York, Captain Callahan, with eighty tons of coal, one- 
third of the vessel’s capacity. A permit to enter the 
canal was obtained under the 

ASSUMED TITLE OF CAPTAIN GESGHEHAW. 
He was a tall, gaunt man, with prominent cheek 
bones, shaded with dark whiskers, and a heavy mus- 
tache. He hada general rakish and suspicious ap- 
pearance. The crew consisted of a mate and a deck- 
hand, who complained of not being paid, but the 
skipper spent his money lavishly ashore. They said 
when he run short, he obtained mon¢y from some 
New York parties. River Policeman James Morris was 
détailed to watch forcoal thieves. On Monday night 
November 11, he stowed himself away behind apple 
barrels where ali could be seen without showing him- 
self. No thieves caused interruption. At a quarter 
to eight o’clock he saw the crew of the Sheltcn come 
on deck and start shoveling away coal. They then 
descended into the hold, where 
MORE SHOVELING TOOK PLACE. 

This operation concluded, the men came on deck 
and, resting on their shovels, awaited the appearance 
of a third party. Thy did not tarry long before a low 
dark hack, bearing the appearance of private carriage 
drove up. 

Captain Callahan jumped vut with three compan- 
ions, ordered the driver to move into a shady spot 
and there wait. ‘This vehicle was followed by a single 
horse wagon, the driver cf wkich was evi-lently fol- 
lowing the former. It was galloping past the captain 
and companions when he hailed. Tie driver recog- 
nized the signal, pulled up nis 2orse and dismounted. 
The wagon was then backed against the barge. All 
hands descended into the hold and with great labor 
appeared carrying a heavy coal begrimed box, 
measuring. about three feet wide by six feet long. 
This was hastily pushed on the wagon, two men 
mounted the seat and the 

VEHICLE WAS DRIVEN RAPIDLY AWAY. 

The captain and three yg Foie 2c into the 
carriage and then followed. The vehicles were shed- 
owed along Common, McGill and Craig streets. At 
the junction of the latter with Bleury street, all 
traces were lost, and the chase abandoned. James 
Morris, the silent watchman, had observed the entire 
transaction. He was gifted with uncommon astute- 
ness, and proved equal to the occasion. He had read 
an account of the grave desecration, and a statement 
that it was probable tha remains would be removed 
to Montreal. 

In the early part of the same evening his attention 
was attracted to an intolerable stench which eme. 
ngted from the canal-boat W. ©. Shelton. 

This, combined with the night’s occurrence, im- 
pressed him with the belief that that box 

CONTAINED A. T. STEWART’S BEMAINS. 
He reported the transaction and mentioned his suspi- 
cicns to Chief Murphy, of the River Police. 

The following telegram was sent to Superintendent 
Walling, New York. “ 

“ The body of A. T. Stewart or some other wealthy 
person was smuggled into Montreal last night. Send 
complaint. Cannot act without it. 

««@EorGE MuRpPBY, Chief of River Police.”’ 

Answer was received the same day:—‘‘ The body 
could not possibly reach Montreal within eight days. 
You have been deceived. WaLiine.”’ 

Judge Hilton also received a message, but acting on 
Walling’s advice refused to act. 

Morris next undertook to find the accomplices. At 
the time of the removal he noticed it required great 


force to back the horse. Disguised as a horse-trader | 


he visited the prin-ipal draymen’s stands. While at- 
tentively examining a five horse he was called aside 
by a bystander who said,‘ Do’t buy that horse, 

“IT TAKES TWELVE MEN TO BACK HIM.” 
He compared the description of the vehicles and was 


rejoiced to discover a favorable result. He induced | 


a carter by threats to confess to him. He said he had 


brought the body in a*medical college for embalming | 


when he again removed it. Morris again wired 
Walling aud the same disheartening refusal was re- 
ceived. He then turned his attention to Callahan, 


with money and was constantly drunk. He neglected | 


his beat, which became ice bound and had to rough 
t 8 


ALL THE WINTER IN THE ICE. 
| Callahan, after a drunk of a greater than usual du- 
ration, disappeared. 
| His crew succeeded in obtaining their money. 
One of the crew, Frank Thomas s stillin town. He 
said the W. O. Shelton cleared from anal street. The 
boat was towed to Plattsburg alone, making a fast 
trip. The loat only contained eighty tons of coal. 
| Did not know the object of the trip. At Plattsburg 
the long box was received from the Delaware and 
Hudson Canal Company’s freight house and trans- 
shipped to the boat. This step was rendered neces- 
sary by the vigilance of Canadian customs officers, 
who carefully examined all packages in transit by 
rail. { oaded canal-boats are exempt from this search. 
The feeling here is that Superintendent Walling hae 
been duped. Great excitement exists regarding it. 
The Montreal Post reporters claim to have important 
information which they retain. 


— — — — 


MURDER IN MID-OCEAN. 


A Steward of the Guion Ocean Steamship 
Arizona Stabbed to Death ‘on the High 
Sea by a Steerage Passenger. 


<. 


{Subject of Illustration. } 

Upon, the arrival of the steamship Arizona, of the 
Guion line, in this city, on the 18th, the first to board 
her were Capt. Gastling, of the Police Steamboat 
Squad, and a policeman of his command. They ai- 
rested Urban Catlow, one of the steerage passengers, 
who had, while the vessel was at sea, stabbed and 
killed Owen Jones, the second steward of the ship. 

Purser Gilman and the chief steward say that they 
were awakened about five o’cluck on Friday morning, 
15th inst., by shrieks from the steerage. They ran 
thither, accompanied by the officer of the watch, and 
found Steward Jones lying on the floor and bleeding 
profusely from a knife wound in the neck. The 
ship’s surgeon was called, but befofe he arrived the 
injured man was dead. An cmigrant who saw the af- 
fair said that he died within two minutes after he 
was stabbed. Catlow was pointed out as the man 
who had given the blow. He was seem.ingly not ex- 
cited, and he submitted quietly to being 

IRONED AND LED AWAY. 

Before he was locked up the officers talked with him. 
He made no complaint against the dead man. “I 
suppose I’ll have to hang for it,’’ he said. He talked 
about being locked up in a dark cell, and protested 
that he did not “commit the burglary.’’ He also 
said: “I was only sharpening a pencil with the 
knife.” This talk led the officers to doubt his sanity, 
and an examination as to his mental condition was 
subsequently made by three physicians. They, how- 
ever, expressed the opinion that he was sane. 

There was seemingly no motive for Catlow’s crime. 
When questioned by the reporter yesterday he said: 
“I did not know anything about it. I had no quarrel 
with the man, and had nothing against him. He 
was an intimate friend, and I was going to make him 
a present the next day of a book on the Franco-Prus- 
sian war. He was kind to me on the passage. I was 
born in Hyde, Cheshire, England, and was coming to 
this country to work at my trade, and 

HOPED TO BRING OUT MY FAMILY. 
I have a wife and four children living at Birkenbead, 
and I suppose my wife has been obliged to sell the 
furniture to get enough to eat. When this thing oc- 
curred I had not been to bed for five days, and had 
eaten nothing in that time. My berth was under the 
steering gear, where I could not sleep. I had to walk 
the deck by day and night because I was sleepless. 
That made me senseless, as I have been several times 
before at home. The men were told to put me inirons. 
I wish they had, and then I should not have been 
here. Nobody could quarrel with Jones. I have 
been trying to study the thing out, and to recollect 
about the affair, but I can’t recollect anything about 
it. I have a scar of a wound on my head here, where 
I was struck by a plank, and I have never been right 
since I got it. I had a great deal of trouble at home. 


I had losses in business. I thought I would come out 
and 


TRY MY LUCK IN ANOTHER COUNTRY. 
I managed a foundry at Birkenhead, and worked four 
years as foreman for Wm. Turner Ros; of the Adelphi 
foundry. 1 had an establishment of my own at Liv- 
erpool, but it went to the dogs through my partner.” 
Among his effects were found letters that bore out 
Catlow’s story of his misfortunes. One of the wit- 
nesses held to appear is a Dane named Erasmvs Ler- 
sen. On the first day out he missed a suit of clothes. 
The purser and steward searched the steerage for 
them withcut success, but their search was limited 
by the fact that they had no authority to examine 
the baggage of the passengers. Just before the 
steamer reached the dock Catlow asked the steward 
to get him a change of clothing from his trunk. 
Upon opening the trunk the missing suit of the Dane 
was found the topmost of its contents. The knifa 
with which the stabbing was done also belonged to 


the Dane and was 
IN THE POCKET OF THE STOLEN SUIT. 


The murdered man is svoken of in the highest terms 
by his fellow officers. He had been in the employ of 
the Guion line for eleven years in the capacity of first 
and second steward. He was a native of Wales, and 
about 40 years of age. He leaves a wife and six chil- 





dren in Liverpool. A subscription was taken up for 
them among the cabin passengers, and an entertain- 
ment was given under the supervision of Mr. and 
| Mrs. Bandmann, the English actor and his wife. 
| The amount raised was $400. The body of the mur- 
| dered man was buried at sea. If upon examination 
| sufficient evidence against Catlow is elicited, he will 
| be sent to England, as the offense was committed 
under the English flag. 


soe ———-— 
A Darker Othello. 
New Haven, Conn, August 19.—Jacob Smith, a col 
oaed man, murdered Charles Pierce, another colored 


| man, late to-night, by stabbing him in the throat | 
The captain appeared to be more liberally supplied | 


| with a jack-knife, severing the jugular vein. The 
| murder was the result of a quarrel over Smith’s wife, 


* 
who Smith claimed had been seduced by Pierce. The 
| murderer is under arrest. 


HAD THE SAND. 


Thrilling Scene at the Hanging of a Sus- 
pected Hcrse Thief by an Impromptu Lead- 
ville Jury—Swung Off in Mid-Air ee 
Times and Finally Rescued by a Rough, 
But Brave and Chivalrous Miner. 


The Leadville, Col., Chronicle, relates the following 
episode of life in the mining city of the clouds : 

Daniel McDow is a freighter. Last night he camped 
with his teams and wagons on the Elm street com- 
mons, below Grant’s smelter. Fearing a visit from 
horse and mule pilferers, he secured his stock to the 
wagon by a patent fastener, and then went to sleep. 
‘A dog disturbed his slumbers about four o'clock this 
morning, and, remembering his stock, he pulled up 
the bottom of his tent and peeped out—one horse was 
missing. He aroused one of his men and some neigh- 
boring freighters, and they hurriedly mounted and 
started in pursuit of the absent horse. A trail was 
struck, and at a point about half way to Malta the 
horse was spied. On it was a middle-aged man, and 
also a bag of table-ware which had been stolen last 
night from the Grand Hotel. The rider made no re- 
sistanee when he saw the muzzles of several 

PISTOLS LOOKING HIM IN THE FACE. 
He turned the stolen horse right around and rode 
leisurely back to town. : 

In the city a crowd of men, boys and some women, 
quickly assembled, and the decision that the thief 
should hang was urrived at without a dissenting 
voice. Some rope halters were taken from the mules 
at the corral and spliced, the supposed thief was led 
to the little grove nearly in front of Grants new man- 
sion, the halters were fixed around his neck, with the 
long end looped over a crooked limb, and then the 
culprit was told to pray. His face turned toward 
those who were about to take away his life, and to 
them he prayed most piteously. He denied that he 
was a horse or any other kind of thief. The stolen 
property found in his posession had been intrusted 
to him by a man whom he supposed to be its lawful 
owner, and he, the man in the halter, was merely to 
ride the horse to Malta, where he was to be joined by 
the owner. 

The execu ioners listened to the prayer patiently, 
and, after laying their heads together a few seconds, 
concluded to let the petitioner live, provided he 
would give the name of the man from whom the stolen 
property was obtained. The man in the halter re- 
fused to save his life by any such cowardly means, 
and 
WORD WAS GIVEN TO HOIST HIM UP. 
He went about four feet from the earth, and was al- 
most in the death throes customary on similar occa- 
sions, when he was lowered and given asecond oppor- 
tunity to live by divulging asecret. ‘No, sir, I’ll die 
a dozen deaths,”’ was the response, and up went the 
culprit a second time. The crowd now began to 
cheer, a woman fainted, and a dozen voices cried out 
for another chance. The man was let down a second 
time and asked whether he still persisted in wanting 
to die at the end of arope. He said he wished to pre- 
pare himselt for death. The boys at the other end of 
the halter let up enough to allow the doomed man to 
kneel, and thus he prayed: ‘“Othou merciful Most 
High, 1 thank thee for all that I have received from 
thee since I came to this country. I wish I had 
prayed oftener. NowI need your parting blessing. 
Let me come into heaven aiterl’m hung. Send down 
an angel to take my soul to Jesus as quick as it leaves 
my body. Don’t let the devil.get hold of me after 
I’m dead. I know that I’ve been a big sinner, but, 
Lord, you know I didn’t steal this horse and things 
for which I’m about to die, so you will forgive me, 
won’t you, won’t you, good Lord, and let one of your 
angels come down and take me up to heaven. Oh, if 
you will, 

‘IT WON’T HURT ME MUCH TO DIE.”’ 
1 would a thousand times rather be with you and 
Jesus ip heaven than to stay in Leadville any longer. 
Let me know, Lord, that Ican come, and I’ll die like 
a Christian. Oh, yes, I know you will. All right. 
Allright. Bless His holy name. Hallelujah! Vic- 
tory is mine at last, Bless His holy name, Pull 
away, boys, pull away. Pu-ull!’”—and up went the 
accused horse pilferer on his way to heaven. 

Just then a big, burly miner named Cronan rushed 
in the midst of the throng of executioners, and, levell- 
ing a seven-shooter on the party pulling down the 
rope, commanded them to let up, or their brains 
would be scattered. The wild and fierce flashing of 
Cronan’s large, black eyes convinced them that he 
was not the one to be trified with, and the dying man 
came back to earth with a thud. He was totally un- 
conscious, and rolled over on the ground as limp as 
any fresh corpse. He was the only one in the 
crowd free from a fever of excitement. A number of 
pistols were drawn, everybody was shouting, and it 
was expected that every minute some one would 
shoot. The burly Cronan, still flourishing his re- 
volver and gesticulating like a mad man, and roaring 
like a mountain lion, gave notice that the first man 
who made a move toward the half-hung man on the 
ground would die. He was a stranger to him, and, 
by G—, 

HE SHOULD HAVE FAIR PLAY. 
No d— man, whether he be a horse thief or not, should 
be hung like a dog without some opportunity to 
prove his innocence. The culprit did not look to him 
like a thief, and, even if he was, the speaker would 
take his part, and shoot down the first man that at- 
tempted to touch the rope over his head again. Hear- 
ing which, the would-be executioners showed signs of 
cooling. The fiery Cronan loosed the rope from the 
man’s neck, ordered a cup of water, bathed his face 
and head, and as soon as he had revived sufficiently 
to walk, led him to the office of Sheriff Tucker, on 
State street, closely followed by the mob. It was 





about eight o’clock when the office was reached, and 
| the supposed thief was handed over to the civil au- 
thorities for safe keeping. He was taken tothe city 
| jail, where the reporter found him bathing his rope- 
| bruised and lacerated neck an hour later. He is about 
fifty years old, with not a very intelligent face, but 
| his hands show 


HOURS OF HONEST TOIL. 

“‘ Were you ever hung beforc?” inquired the re- 
porter. 

“No, sir; I was never in such s mob in all my 
life.” 

‘‘ Why did they make the attempt?” 

“‘ Because they thought I was a horse thief. They 
said I stole the horse I was riding, but I didn’t.” 

“ Suppose you tell me all about this little transac- 
action, and I will write it down in your own words. 
Now, go ahead.”’ 

‘*My name is Charles Wheeler. Iam a miner and 
prospector by trade. Have been down in New Mexico 
about a year. Came up to Leadville about a week 
ago. Stopped at Silver Cliff on the way. I madecon- 
siderable money in New Mexico, but lost it all, and 
when I got here I did not have a nickel. I tried for 
work, and got a chance to work for my board. Never 
mind about that. You want toknow about the horse 
and silverware scrape. Well, last night I met a young 
fellow who said he was looking for an old miter to 

GO WITH HIM ON A PROSPECTING TOUR. 

He said he had enough money to pay fora pack-horse 
and an outfit, and then he would set that against my 
experience. I consented, and agreed to meet him at 
the lower end of the town at an early hour this morn- 
ing, that we might get a good start. I met him as 
agreed. He told me to get on the horse and ride down 
as far as Malta, whcre he would overtake me. He 
had to go back to his hotel to see about something. 
I did as requested, not thinking but everything was 
all right. Had jogged on about a mile when the men 
came up and commanded me to turn back. 
They followed me up at the point of a pistol to the 
little grove down there. I didn’t know just where I 
was, but thought of course I should be killed. They 
put a rope around my neck, and told me to either tell 
the name of the young man that stole that horse or I 
must hang. I couldn’t tell his name, and they hung 
me four times. The last time I was the same as dead, 
but I came to, and they brought me here. My neck 
is pretty sore, and I feel kind of lame all through my 
body, but I guess I’m all right.” 

“ Were you willing to die?” 

“No; but I thought of course, there was no 
escape.”’ 

** Never saw the partner till yesterday ?” 

“Never.” 

“‘ Didn t know that he or some other partner of his 
had planned to rob the Grand Hotel last night ?”’ 

“‘ Never heard anything about robbing any place.” 

The bag found with the prisoner at the station- 
house contained nothing except the silver and table- 
ware stolen from the Grand Hotel. Of this lot not an 
article was missing. e 





ATTACK ON AN APOSTLE. 


Norwicu, Conn., Aug. 17.—William Hurd, the trav- 
eling Gospel temperance man, folded his tent early 
one morning recently, harnessed his prancing bays 
to his flaming spiritual chariots, and glided dis- 
heartened from a town in which he admits sin has 
too hard a shell for him to crack. He was not suc- 
cessful here, and, instead of a stay of months, his so- 
jonrn was only about ten days. At first his spiritual 
exhortation was received with some favor, but soon 
great crowds gathered to gape and jeer at his crudely 
painted ladders scaling the battlements of heaven 
and leading down to the “infernal pit.“ His broad 
caricatures of Christians and sinners were pro- 
nounced to be : 

THE *‘ BEST FREE CIRCUS ON THE ROAD.”’ 
When the lecturer, with tearful eyes and thrilling 
earnestness, pointed out Lazarus on the wall of 
heaven and Dives squirming in hell, skeptical boys 
shouted profanely. On the evening that the Rev. 
Mr. Bacon delivered his scathing address on Norwich 
Sunday breakers, $60 was collected in the tent for 
Mr. Hurd, and as all his expensés were defrayed, he 
left the city with a comfortable profit in his trousers 
pocket. The manner in which the contribution was 
taken provoked much unfavorable criticism. Three 
ministers and a score of young reformers stormed 
the great congregation with personal pleadings and 
clamorous requests for money, and the name of each 
person who gave 25 cents was flourished several 
times from the platform, that his munificence 
MIGHT BE FULLY APPRECIATED. 
Hurd went away much dejected; but as his green 
and crimson and gilded scroll-covered jwagon, rolled 
into Colchester, to which place he had been earnestly 
invited, on a blooming summer morning, hupe 
sprang again in his breast. His co-laborers, Col. Ca- 
leff of Boston and Mr. Davis, who looks as Ben Butler 
might look if under conviction of sin, nerved them- 
selves for battle. They neglected, however, to pro- 
vide thems+lves with carnal weapons. The villagers 
received them with shouts, exclamations of compas- 
sion, and grins of admiretion. Hurd pitched his 
tent last Thursday, and in the evening a large congre- 
gation gathered inside and outside. Mr. Hurd had 
made a feeling address, had pointed out the pictorial 
“lake of rum,” the devouring serpent labeled cider, 
and was in the act of taking his audience down the 
pitchy staircase that leads to the infernal lake, when 
a shower of gravel, stones, bricks and broken bottles 
SMOTE THE TENT FORE AND AFT. 

Yhe tent reeled, but withstood the shock, and at 
once a village war-whoop went up from outside, and 
blended with the cries of frightened women and 
| children in the tent. In the confusion some of the 
| lights were extinguished, and the roughs bore down 


on the gathering, swearing and yelling. The guy 
| ropes were cut, and the tent nearly brought to the 
| ground. Several persons were slightly injured by 
stones before the roughs were dispelled by the offi- 
| cers, and one gentleman, whose name is said to be 
— while passing the tent, was accidentally 
| struck by a stone or brickbat, and so severley harmed 
| that it was necessary to take him home in a carriage. 
|The meeting was adjourned for the night. Hurd, 
who has plenty of pluck, announced that he had 
| come to stay, and that no violence would intimidate 
‘him. He has held meetings for the last two nights, 
| which have been distur’ by the hoots and cries of 
a & mob, but the violent attack has not been repeated. 
It is strongly intimated that, in case of a second as- 
sault, Hurd will be prepared to meet the storming 
party with something more pungent than Scriptural 
} lessons. 
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A SUNDAY SCHOOL SCANDAL 


Which Terribly “ Tore ‘ik te ” the Quiet Little 
New York Villages of Fishkill Land- 
ing and Matteawan.~ 


AN EMINENT CHRISTIAN 





And His Admiration for His Neighbor’s Wife. 
Which Brought About First Their Awful 
Castigation by His Jealous Spcuse 


AND NEXT THEIR DISAPPEARANCE. 





{Subject of Illustration. ] 

The villages of Fishkill Landing and Matteawan, in 
this State are convulsed by an unwonted excitement 
in the shape of a scandal growing out of the alleged 
elopement of Mr. D. C. Haver with the wife of a Mat- 
teawan hatter named Webster Tompkins. Haver is a 
good-looking man of about fifty-five years of age. 
He went to Fishkill Landing about ten years ago and 
engaged in business. He hasa son and three or four 
daughters, all grown up, one of the latter being mar 
ried. When Haver located in Fishkill Landing he 
joined the Methodist Church. He was for years a de- 
vout Christian, a teacher of Sunday school children, 
exhorted lustily in prayer and class meetings and 

WAS CHOSEN A STEWARD. 
Haver, however, like many another one. before him, 
fell. He has, it is alleged, disgraced his fani- 
ily and his church, and proceedings, looking to the 
ignominious expulsion from the church and a legs! 
separation from his wife, will soon take place. The 
cause of all this is Haver’s alleged culpable intimacy 
with women and the culminating act of eloping with 
one of them—a married woman. A few days ago 
Mrs. Webster Tompkins, of Matteawan,‘a manufac- 
turing village, a mile or so east of Fishkill Landing, 
where Haver’s principal operations have taken place, 
went to Cold Spring, ostensibly to visit friends. The 
next day she started,as she said, for Brooklyn, but 
got off the train at Garrison’s; the next station below. 
Here she bought a ticket for Utica, and, with her six- 
months-old child in her arms, took the next train 
north on the Hudson River Railroad. On the same 
day Haver said he had important business at Pough- 
keepsie, and he took a train for that place. He had 
previously drawn all the money he had in the banks, 
and it is believed that he 
JOINED MRS, TOMPKINS AT POUGHKEEPSIE. 
A day or two after this a friend informed Mr. Tomp- 
kins that he had seen Haver and Mrs. Tompkins to- 
gether at Albany. Mr. Tompkins investigated, and 
he discovered that not only had Haver and Mrs. 
Tompkins left for pastures new, but that his child 
and money, jewelry and other, valuables had gone 
likewise. Mrs. Tompkins left two other children be- 
hind. An officer was sent to Utica to apprehend 
them. Mr. Tompkins procured a warrant for the ar- 
rest of both on a charge of larceny. Officer Pettie 
was detailed to do the work. H: spent four days in 
a fruitless search for them, and returned reporting 
only a partial clew to their whereabouts. The wo- 
man in the case is twenty years younger than Haver, 
and is not very prepossessing. The immediate cause 
of Haver’s alleged sudden elopement was the horse- 
whipping he and Mrs. Tompkins received at the hands 
of Mrs. Haver. This lady became acquainted with 
the state of afiairs between them, and satisfying her- 
self that Haver was regular in his attentions to Mrs. 
Tompkins, she determined to put a end to it if possi- 
ble. Armed with the necessary weapons, she sallied 
forth to the residence of the Tompkins family. On 
entering she 
DISCOVERED HER FAITHLESS HUSBAND. 
Frantic with grief at the sight before ber eyes uhe in- 
stantly began the assault. Each of the unfaithful 
twain came in for a share of the drubbing, and while 
Mrs. Tompkins lost large quantities of her ambrosial 
tresses, the husband of the infuriated woman re- 
ceived gashes about the face and nose, to hide which 
he found it necessary to go about the streets with his 
hands covering them. Haver set to work at once 
collecting the money due him about the two villages, 
and depositing it in the savings bank, drew it out 
just before he left and took it with him. The scene 
through which she had gone produced such a shock 
upon Mrs. Haver’s system that in the afternoon of 
the same day she was in a perfectly frenzied state of 
mind, and serious results were feared. She was 
watched; butin spite of the precautions taken she 
in some way got hold of a revolver, the discharge of 
which was the first intimation to her family of her 
possession of it. The report called in a neighbor, 
who, with the assistance of her son, 
FORCIBLY TOOK IT AWAY FROM HER. 

Since then Mrs. Haver’s condition has been very crit- 
ical. She has been kept ignorant of her husband’s 
subsequent actions. She only knows that he has 
gone away. It is considered unsafe to give her fur- 
ther information for fear that it will terminate her 
life. 

Since Haver’s departure his son and daughters have 
carried on the business. To add, however, to the cup 
already full of misery and humiliation it is reported 
that the first steps have already been taken in the 
courts to toreclose a mortgage on the Haver property 
wherein the business is carried on. 

It is stated that Haver’s case will be taken up on 
charges at the next quarterly conference of the 
church and quickly and summarily disposed of. 


— — — 
AN AFFECTING FINALE. 


Last Scene in the Sad | Drama of the Life of | 
Madame Florenz, the Beautiful German 
Lady who was Deserted in a Strange 
Land by Her Treacherous Betrayer. 





CIXCIXXATI, O., August 16.—The last act in one of} 
the saddest dramas of real life that the y ress ha cver 


been called upon to record took place yesterday, when 
all that was mortal of the poor, beautiful, but un- 
fortunate Madame Caroline Florenz was consigned to 
a suicide’s grave in St. Mary’s Cemetery. Here was a 
fond and confiding wife of Pesth, Germany, who, ac- 
cording to her own pitiful story, was neglected by her 
business-immersed husband, and who, yielding to the 
blandishments of a cowardly libertine, forsook her 
childhood’s home, turned her back on her old and 
tried friends, and fled the country in company with 
her seducer, who, forgetting the vows of constancy 
and undying love which he poured into her ear, for- 
sook her in a strange land, and left her almost penni- 
less to meet the cold: glances of an unfeeling world 
within a few months 

AFTER THE FATAL STEP WAS TAKEN. 
Coming to this country, the man leaving behind him 
a devoted wife and a brood of worse than fatherless 
children, the guilty pair basked in the sunshine of 
each other’s smiles; the weak, deluded, frail victim 
thinking that her betrayer would cling to her to the 
end. They traveled considerably, taking good care to 
baffle any pursuit that might have been attempted. 
They came to this city. Here they appeared’ to be a 
very staid and affectionate couple, and no one dreamed 
but that they were what they represented themselves 
to be—man and wife. One day the man left her, 
claiming that he had important business in New York. 
Weeks passed, and no word came to the trusting 
woman, and finally the cruel truth dawned upon her 
that she was deserted even as she had deserted her hus- 
band and friends in ‘‘ Vaterland.”’ The rude awaken- 
iug from her dream of bliss, so short and sweet, was 
too much for her, and in a frenzy of scorn, hate and 
humiliation at the conduct of one for whom she had 
given up honor, home and friends, she fired tho bullet 
into her almost crazed brain that 

 -¥WINALLY ENDED IN DEATH. 
One ‘day in June, when the city was decked out in its 
holiday attire, and all was excitement, bustle and 
good cheer upon our streets, this beautiful, betrayed 
and sitining woman crept to her chamber and with 
the determination to die, sped a bu ‘jet on its ghastly 
mission of death. But she did nut die. For weeks 
and weeks she hovered between life and death, and 
the hope was entertained that, after all, the yawning 
grave would be cheated of ite prey. At length word 
reached her sorrowing friends and now repentant 
. husband that poor Caroling was gone. Soon, how- 
ever, the truth was told them that she had escaped, 
and would probably live. Then came a tender, manly 
letter from her dishonored husband,who, with a gene- 
rosity and Christian spirit as rare an it is lovely, told 
his poor wife that his heart and home were open to 
receive her. This‘unexpected message was received 
with such contrition as only 8 woman who has griev- 
ously: sinned can know, and it brought the hue of 
health immediately to the wan and haggard fece. 
Then she prayed that God would spare her life in 
order that she might, in a measure, atone for this one 
false step by a lifetime of devotion to the husband 

WHOM SHE HAD SO FOULLY WRONGED. 

But it wasnot to be. Slowly, but surely, the fatal 
wound was sapping her life away and a few days ago 
she died. 

Yesterday she was buried. At eight o’clock the 
chapel of St. Mary’s Hospital was filled with people 
to witness the funeral ceremony. A few friends whom 
she had known in her happy days in_this city, but 
who did not desert her in her misfortune, gathered 
around the handsome rosewood coffin in which the 
body, dressed tastefully and handsomely, lay. There 
was an expression of peace upon the beautiful fea- 
tures, as if life with her, instead of a hideous tragedy, 
had been all smiles and sunshine. The casket sat in 
the center of the aisle, and near it lay an anchor of 
beautiful flowers. Above, the nuns chanted the Gre- 
gorian Mass, their solemn though melodious tones 
sounding sweet and clear. High Mass was celebrated 
by Father Leopold, of the St. Louis Church, and then 
when the friends had looked for the last time upon 
the face of the dead, the flowers were placed upon 
her breast and the remains were taken to the Ceme- 
tery of St. Mary’s. A short prayer at the grave by the 
pious sexton was all. The coffin was lowered, the 


earth was filled in, and Carolina Florenz was at rest 
forever! 


— — * 


LOVE’S LUNACY. 








A Young Indianapoiis Lawyer Comes all the 
Way to New York to Shoot Off a Re- 
volver Because a Variety Actress Whom 
He Adored marries Auother Suitor. 


{Subject of Illustration. 1] 

Officer Kershaw, of the Fifteenth precinct, led to the 
bar of the Jefferson Market court, on the 13th, a tall, 
prepossessing young man, who gave his name as Wil- 
liam E. English, a practicing lawyer in Indianapolis, 
Ind. The officer stated that on Tuesday, 12th inst., 
about midnight, on the Bowery, near Bleecker street, 
he heard the cries of a wom®n, and hastening to the 
place he saw Mrs. Anna Clarke attempting to wrest a 
loaded revolver frem the hand of English. 

The woman said that the prisoner had attempted 
to shoot her husband, who had fied down the street. 
The policeman took the revolver from English and 
led him to the Mercer street station, where he was 
followed by Mr. and Mrs. Clarke, who refused to make 
a charge agaivst the prisoner. English was, however: 


seemed sad and dejected, and was 
NOT AVERSE IO TALKING ABOUT HIS CASE. 


is himself a well-known lawyer in that city. Three | 
years ago a variety troupe visited Indianapolis, and | 





English was smitten with one of its members, known | 


| a8 Annie Fox, a serio-comic singer, the widow of Ned | 


Fox, the negro specialist. She encouraged the tender | 
attentions of English, and when the troupe went on 
their travels he followed her through the towns of 
the adjacent ccuntry, but when the company went 
beyond the limits of an easy journey home 


2. he J eased 

to follow the object of his devotion, but k pt up a 
correspondence with her. She knew of his social 
| position and told Lim that she was ambitious and 


wished tu rise above the variety theatre business and 
locate in some town. His friends in the meantime, 
objected to his attentions 

TO ONE CONNECTED WITH THE 8TaGE. 

He then lost sight of her for over a year, and hunted 
diligently for information as to her whereabouts. 

About three weeks ago English heard the woman 
was in New York. He wrote her a letter, which she 
answered. In the meantime she had become ac- 
quainted with a “ song-and-dance man ” named Willis 
Clarke. On receiving a second letter from English, 
she wrote in reply that she still entertained for him 
the tenderest regards, but she had accepted an offer 
of marriage from Willis Clarke. ‘This letter came like 
a thunderbolt to English. 

A few days ago Annie Fox was married to Willis 
Clarke at St. Patrick’s Cathedral, in this city. She 
told her husband previous to the ceremony that, al- 
though she still retained the fondest regard for Eng- 
lish, she would prove a true and good wife. The day 
she was married ehe sent a letter to English 

TELLING HIM OF HER WEDDING. 
A few days after she received a telegram from him, 
saying that he was coming to New York. . Three days 
after he was in the city and put up the Gramd Central 
Hotel, so that he would be near her; she: was living 
with her husband only next door—in the Southern 
Hotel. The day after his arrival English called upon 
the newly-married couple and asked to see Mre. 
Clarke alone. “Mrs. Clarke granted the interview. 
The scene as told by Mrs. Clarke afterward was a very 
affecting one. He begged her to leave hér husband 
and fly with him. She refused, saying she was con- 
tent with her lot, and begged him not to think of her 
again. English left very much depressed in spirits. 
She returned a number of his letters and his photo- 
graph, written on the back, “I love you, and only 
you.” The next day he called a second time, and 


again pressed her 
TO LEAVE THE CITY WITH HIM. 


On Tuesday, the 12th, English sent still another note 
to Mrs. Clarke requesting her to meet him. She re- 
plied that she could not be seen except when with 
her husband. That night he went to Harry Miner’s 
Theatre, where Mrs. Clarke was playing, and sat until 
the performarice was over. Then he waited outside; 
but she came out leaning upon her busband’s arm. 
There was no opportunity for him to speak to her. 
The couple passed up the street and crossed over to 
the other side. English followed. When near 
Bleecker street he passed them, and stopped at the 
corner till they came up to him. 

“There he is now,” said Mrs. Clarke. — 

Mr. Clarke then withdrew his wife’s arm from his 
own. At that movement English drew his revolver 
and pointed it at Mr. Clarke. Mrs. Clarke seized Eng- 


lish’s arm, saying, 
“¢ BILLY DON’T SHOOT.” 


Mr. Clarke, who was unarmed, turned and ran down 
the Bowery. Officer Kershaw, hearing the screams of 
the woman, came upon the scene as English was try- 
ing to free himself from her grasp. English was ar- 
rested and locked up for the night. 

The main facts of the above story were given to 
Justice Morgan. Mr. English said that Clarke made a 
move as if to draw a revolver, and he only drew his 
own in self-defense. The complainants not appear- 
ing to make a charge, the officer was ordered to make 
one against the prisoner for carrying a pistol without 
a license. English was fined $5, which he paid, and 
then left the court. Mrs. Clarke, the cause of all the 
trouble, is a slight, delicate looking young woman, 
and has been on the variety stage nine years. She 
made her debut in Boston, and has traveled all over 
the country with sensational troupes. She traveled 
one season with Nick Roberts's Pantomime Troupe. 


oe 
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Tony Pastor's Experience with the Heathen Chinee- 


(Subject of Illustration.) 

While awaiting the overland train at Palisades, Cal., 
recently, Tony Pastor, the well-known showman, had 
an opportunity of verifying “that for ways that are 
dark and tricks that are vain, the heathen Chinee is 
peculiar.” Strolling along the single street of Pali- 
sades, he observed through an open doorway two 
Chinamen en~-ged in a game of draw poker. Tony 
stopped to look on, and John ssid: “Come lin and 
take a hand; you play pokee?”’ ‘‘ Well,’ said Tony, 
“1 don’t usually play cards on Sunday; but as this 
is an off day, I'll take a hand,’ and, buying some 
chips, he sat down, with George Thatcher and John 
Morris, members of his company, and the play be- 
gan. 

For a few hands all went smooth; until it came the 
Chinaman’s deal. Morris got two pair, queens top. 
Tony and Thatcher passed out ; Morris drew one 
card and got another queen (an accident). TheChina- 
man drew five,a pat hand; Chinaman bet a dollar, 
Morris raised it five; John raised back and Morris 
called ; John laid down Jack full, Morris showed 
queen vull, and Chinaman said “d-—-!” Result: 
Morris winner to the extent of $25. This started all 
the boys in the troupe, and they all took a hand, 
thinking they had a“ bonanza.” Result:in twenty- 
five minutes: Chinaman $100 shead ; boys all loss; 
ers. 

The train was heard approaching, and John said, with 
a bland smile, ‘Chinaman no good pokee player ; 
deal queen by mistake. Good bye theatre man ; come 








held for a violation of a corporation ordinance. He | 


He is the son of a retired banker in Indianapolis, and | who shot and killed his brother, John Henry Wilds, 


again soon ; sabbee ?”’ 


— — ñn 


’ Pratricide i in Self-Defense. 


(With Portrait. | 
On another page we give s portrait of Joseph Wilds, 





in Buncombe county, near Asheville, N. C.,on the 4th 
| inst.. an account of which, with illustration, was given 
in the preceding issue of the GazeTre. The occasion 
of the fatal quarrel was Joseph’s interference to Pro- | 


tect their aged mother, whom John Henry was beat- 
ing and kicking in a most brutal manner, while his 
wife stood over with an ax threatening to kill her. 
On Joseph's ordering them to stop, his brother | 
eae the ax from his wife and made tor his 


brother, who retreated, warning him to come Do bear- 

er. The other brother rushed at him, when Joseph | 
fired, killing him instantly. Joseph bears the repata- 
tion of a quiet, peac able man, while John Henry's 
was exactly ‘the reverse 


SUICIDE FROM A STEAMER. 

Mystery and Romance enveloping the Rash 
Self-Destruction of a Comely Young Eng- 
lish Girl, who Sought Death in the Deep 
Waters of the Sound Because She Could 


Not endure Life Without the One She 
Loved. 








[Subject of Illustration. ] 

A well-dressed young woman took the Fall River 
boat from New York on the night of the 16th, having 
bought a ticket for Boston. She was one of the last 
passengers on board, and was evidently laboring 
under mental depression. About ten minutes aftcr 
procuring a stateroom she returned to the office and 
requested the purser to take charge of her pocket- 
book and jewelry. Shortly afterward she drank part 
of a bottle of wine and went to the saloon prom - 
nade deck, where she laid aside her bonnet. Then 
she stepped to the rail and suddenly went overboar¢. 
Her head struck against the guard, fifteen feet below, 
and the concussion was heard all over the boat. 
Probably she was instantly killed. Her body was not 
seen after it fell into the water. The steamboat was 
stopped as soon as possible, but not until it was half 
a mile from the place where the woman went over- 
board. In view of the fact that the body was not 
seen to rise, and as several small boats were sailing 
near at the time, it was deemed useless to send a 
boat from the steamboat, and 

SHE KEPT ON HER COURSE. 

In the pocket-book was a ticket dated Aug. 16th, for a 
pair of diamond ear-rings, on which $25 had been ad- 
vanced, and a brief note written on a sheet of writing 
paper obtained from the office of the boat, addressed 
to J. Langfeld, 507 Arch street, Philadelphia, which 
anid: “Joe, I cannot live any longer. I cannot live 
without you. Don’t think unkindly of me.” sho 
gave her name to the purser as Roche. A bill from 
an English firm, dated. July i7th, for dry goods, was 
found in her purse, charged to Miss Rocbe. She was 
about 25 or 30 years of age, well dresse.’, and had dia 
mond rings on her fingers. It was subsequently di: . 
coyered that her name was Vinnie Roche, that ete 
was an English girl, but had resided for some tine 
in this country. and had recently returned by tle 
steamer Denmark from a visit to her parents in the 
old:country. A young English girl named Mies Allen 
who was Miss Roche’s stateroom mate on the Den- 
mark, though previously strangers, said that the ut- 
fortunate girl had given her some of her history, stat- 
ing that she was a native of Cornwall. The family — 
was poor, and her mothor was a silk spinner in the 
north of England. She first came to this country 
six years ago and lived in Philadelphia. She had 
made in that time five visits to herhome. The last 
time she went was about three months ago, and on 
her return she was 

TO BE MARRIED TO A RICH GENTLEMAN. 
This person, called Joe, and the photograph she 
showed to Miss Allen. As Miss Allen recalled tho 
picture, it was that of » man upward of thirty years 
of age, dark, and with a Jewish cast of features. Miss 
Roche seemed to cherish very happy anticipations of 
her approaching marriage. As the ship approached 
land she said to Mies Allen that her fiance was to 
meet her at the wharf, but when the dock was reachcd 
no one was there waiting for Miss Roche, and she 
seemed deeply disappointed. A boy, however, sub- 
sequently cume ruuning on board, witha note for 
Miss Roche, which she read, and then bidding a hur- 
ried good-bye to her companion, and explaining that 
it called her away, immediately quitted the ship. 

Miss Allen heard nothing more of Miss Roche, until 
Saturday the 16th. Then Miss Roche came to the 
house in Macdougal street in a carriage. With her 
was a tall, dark-haired gentleman. He was introduced 
to Miss Allen, but she does not remember his name. 
Miss Roche séemed in deep trouble, and evidently 
had been crying. She said that she had been in 
Philadelphia. and had called to say good-by, as she 
was about to start for Boston. While the two were 
talking the tall gentleman walked away without 


ceremony, and the cabman algo drove off. Miss 
Roche A * 
SAID NOTBING ABOUT HER MARRIAGE. 
Mr. Jonas Langfeld, to whom the note left by the 
unfortunate girl was addressed, is connected with a 
Philadelphia house, engaged in the manufacture of 
fancy leather goods. Toasreporter he professed to 
be very anxious to make a statement giving what he 
declared to be the whole truth concerning his rela- 
tions with Miss Roche. 

He moet her first at a ball at the Academy of Music 
in Philadelphia, last fall. He did not remember what 
particular ball it was, but remembered the time be- 
cause he had just returned from Europe. The lady 
was attractive and quite good looking. She was an 
English girl and lived with a private family of re- 
spectability. He denied that she roomed in a fast 
house on Callowhill street, as stated, and declared 
that he never was in a house of bad repute in that 
street. Mr. Langfeld did not deny that he had been 
carnally intimate with Miss Roche, but he asserted 
that he saw her very seldom and 

SCORNED THE IDEA THAT HE HAD SEDUCED HER. 
When asked whether he ever entertained a strong 
feeling for the girl, or ever pretended to, or whether 
she ever manifested an affection for him, he gave a 
positive “‘ No”’ to all three questions. His intimacy 
with her lested only a short time, and he had not 
seen her for about five months. 

He was asked what reason he could give for the 
dying woman’s declaration that she could not live 
without him in the light of his contradiction of a 
close intimacy between them. He answered that he 
know no more about it than the reporter—in fact the 
newspaper reporters knew more about the girl than 
he. He had little time for affairs with women. He 
| is at his factory at half past six every —— and 
| remains until half past nine at night very often, 
} 


when he is in the city. He hoped that the injustice 
done him in this manner would be rectified by this 
statement of the plain truth. It was a painful po- 
| sition to be placed in—that of having driven a young 
| girl to her death—and he wished his explanation to 
be made public, not-for his friends, who knew his 
| character, but for the world, who may misjudge him. 
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A Murderer’s Corpse Discovered 
in a Cave, 


HARRISBURG, Pa., August 18.—A 
great sensation has been created 
in Perry county by the supposed 
discovery of the corpse of Samuel 
E. Albright, who on the 7th inst, 
sent three bullets into the body 
of William K. Miller, a resident of 
this city. Miller was about to 
marry Miss Maria Hamaker, to 
whom he was paying a visit when 
the crime was committed. Al- 
bright claimed to have recently 
married Miss Hamaker and shot 
Miller while he was conversing 
withthe young woman. Afterthe 
murder Albright sought refuge 
in the mountain, with which he 
was very familiar. To-day a jus- 
tice of the peace held an inquest 
over the decomposed body anda 
verdict was rendered that it was 
that of Albright and that hc came 
to his death by his own land. 
The verdict was found mainly on 
the testimony given by Iichacl 
Shatts,an associate of the mur- 
derer. Shatts, says he noticed a 
peculiar odor as he passed along 
the road near the scene of the 
murder a week or 80 ago. On the 
Sunday following he had visited 
the locality and determined to 
find out the location of the car-~ 
cass and with a friend hegan the 
search. The odors seemed to 
come from ‘the narrow entrance , 
to the cave made famous by tie 
rencgado Simon Girty and his 
cang of cut-throate, who used it 
as a hiding-placc about one hun- 
dred ahd thirty years ago. Shatts 
crawled through the dark passage, 
but thesmell nearly overpowered 
him and he was compelled to ro- 
treat. The men then went to a 
neighboring house for fire and 
matches and renewed the search. 
They soon discovered a decom- 
posed body, which Shatts recog- 
nized as Albright’s by the sus- 
penders which he knew Albr.ght 
l:ad on the day before the mur 
der. Pointed toward the dcad 
man’s head was the muzzle of a 
revolver, the stock near tho right 
hand, while a bullct-holo had 
pierced the temple. After the 
verdict had been rendered Al- 
bright’s father wes notified of the 
discovery and he interred the 
body during the day. After the 
burial, suspicions were aroused 
that the body was not that of Al- 
bright, and the coroner and dis- 
trict attorney of Perry county do- 


.& 





termined tu have it exhumed snd settlo the doubt if! other kind of human beings. The cat still frequents ! still, the negroes took his 


possible. The sccond inquest wan kcld this after- 
noon. The jury could come to no conclusion. The 
impression gains that the body was placed in the cave 
to throw the authorities off their guard. Some wild 
theorists advanced the idea that Albright has com- 
mitted another murder and deposited his victim in 
the cave. Another is to the effect that some grave 
has been robbed in the interrst of the murderer. 


— — ——⸗ — — 
A Thrilling Yellow Fever Episode, 


[Subject of Illustration. ] 
It is a fact that thieves fear the fever less than any 


A THRILLING YELLOW FEVER —“ 


A EDY M —STEW 
STABBED BY URBAN CATLO 
VESSFL FROM LIVERPOOL 
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IN MID-OCEAN. 


A 
TO 


its otherwise deserted home in Memphis, but the 
animal does not rummage around among infected bed 
clothing, as do the midnight human prowlers. J.P. 
Baker arrived in New Orleans on a Sunday recently, 
just from Memphis. He tried several times to escape 
from the latter city, but did not succeed until a few 
| day ago, when he passed down the river in askiffafter 
nightfall. He went to sleep in his boat, and was 
awakened by two negro river pirates who rowed 
quietly alongside. One of them whispered, “this is 
a fever boat.” ‘Don’t care a d—,”’ replied the other, 
“If this man moves I crush in hishead.”’ Baker kept 


NEGRO RIVER PIRATES, PLUNDERED 


7 


ARD OWEN JONES, OF THE GUION STEAMER ARI 
W. STEERAGE ° ARIZONA, FATALLY 
NEW YORK.—Sze Paces 10 


PASSENGER, DURING THE VOYAGE 


shot away in the darkness, re 
———————_¢-0-——___—_. 

Mrs. Edna Burgess, wife of Cool Burgess, the min- 
strel performer, has begun two actions against her 
husband. One is in the Supreme Court for a divorce, 
the other inthe Marine Court for the recovery of a 
judgment of $600. Messrs. Howe & Hummel, coun” 
sel for Cool, filed on the 18th, their retainer and de- 
mand for a copy of Mrs. Burgess’ complaints in 
both suits in order to interpose answers. As the case 
is likely to be contested the entire facts which led to 
the attempt of Burgess to shoot the grocer Widgery 


(Ave. 23, 1879. 


in Toronto, will doubtless be 
brought to light. 
— — — 
Brutal Murderous Assault by 
Roughs 


Atan early hour on the morn- 
ing of the 18th, a crowd of young 
roughs assembled in a hallway 
adjoining Richard Gormley’s sa- 
loon, at 138 Essex street, Jersey 
City, commenced singing low 
songs and in other ways disturb- 
ing the people up-stairs. James 
Carroll, the bartender, ordered 
them away,remaining in the door- 
way until the last one had left. 
As he turned to re-enter the saloon 
he heard his name called, and, 
turning back, was approached by 

%® young rough named Martin 
Noon, who struck him full in the 
face with abrick. Carroll fell and 
his assailant and his companions 
fled. Officers were called and re- 
moved the sufferer to St. Francis’ 
Hospital. He was examined by 
Drs. Varick and McGill, who pro- 
nounced his injuries exceedingly 
dangerous. The polico subse- 
quently arrested Noon and took 
him to the hospital were Carroll 
identified him as the man who had 
hit him. Later in the day Police 
Justice Davis committed him to 
await the result of Carroll’s in- 
juries. Robert Dillon was subse- 
quently arrested as a witness. He 
said that after Noon had struck 
Carroll it was his intention in 
running away to go for a physi- 
cian, but Noon said, “You go for 
adoctor if you dare, you, 
and I'll give you some of the same 
dose.’’ Carroll will probably die 
from his injuries. 


— — e— 
The Lynn Trunk Horror. 


Boston detectives who worked 
up the case of the murder of 
Jenrnie P. Clarke by abortion and 
caused the arrest of several par- 
ties, among whom was a doctor, 
Daniel Kimball, have succeeded 
in tracing the doctor’s movements 
on the day when he disposed of 
the evidence of his crime. On the 
26th of February, the day pre- 
ceding the discovery of the body 
in the Saugus river, near Lynn, 
Mass., Dr. Kimball hired a horse 
and did not return this team until 
after one o’clock in the morn- 
ing,and then the horse showed 
every evidence of having been 
hardly driven. The team was 
covered with mud, both inside 


OF THE 


clothes and provisions and | and out, and it was quite evident that Kimball had 


driven in a different direction from that for which he 
hired the team. The detectives have now sufficient 
proof to show that Kimball did drive in this same 
team to Lynn, and also that he carried with him the 
trunk, which was found near Fox Hill bridge, con 
taining the body of the murdered girl. 

—— — 7— 

U. Pervon, sub-lieutenant of the Hussars, and M. 
Riviere, editor of the Progres de Lyon, fought a duel 
with swords at Lyons, France, on the 17th instant. 
The latter was wounded very dangerously in the 
lungs. 


—MR. J. P. BAKER, ESCAPING FROM THE INFECTED CITY OF MEMPHIS. IN A SKIFF, BY NIGHT, B OVERHAULED 
AND NARROWLY ESCAPES ASSASSINATION 
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A Balloon Ascension Out Short, 


afternoon, and great difficulty was experienced in 
keeping the balloon in position to receive the gas. 
Alarge awning had beon arranged on poles to the 
seaward, huteven with thia shelter the balloon awayed 
heavily. 

A large concourse of people were assembled in front 
of the Hotel Brighton, who loudly applauded the dar- 
ing amateur as he threw off his straw hat and took 
his position in a small wicker basket about three feet 


4 


[Subfect of Mlustration. ] 

Directly in front of the Hotel Brighton, at Coney 
Island, on the afternoon of the 13th inst., there was a 
roped-in inclosure which contained a mass or cord and 
muslin, while near the beach stood a half dozen hogs- 
heads connected with a tin pipe, This was the bal 
loon and apparatus for generating gas intended to be 
used by Prof. George 8. Peduzzi in an ascension. Mr. 


wig 
wy 
TT, 

X 


— 


Ui 
i * 
4 


lf 
Vp 
if 


| 
af 
; 


/ 


HI 


—— 


Mp 
i 


{})' 
Hi j 
a 


Peduzzi isa druggist on Fulton avenue, Brooklyn, 
who has devoted much time and experiment in bal- 
looning. He has made eight ascensiéns,all in bal- 
loons of his own make. On his first ascension in 1875 
he received severe injuries by being dragged along 
the ground, and was diashbled for several months, but 


in diameter. At precisely seventeen minutes to four 
RM. Mr. Peduzzi cried “Let go,” and the twenty 
men who were struggling to keep the belloon down 
released their hold. Just as the word “Go!” was 
uttered, rip, rip, was heard, and the muslin on one 


. aide ripped from the lower portion almost to the 


safety valve. The ropes were quickly acized, and in 
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ROBERT M. LANCASTER, SENTENCED TO BB F a | * mmamnn LATRIMOUILLE, EXECUTED AT ALBANY 
HANGED SEPTEMBFR 12, AT BATESVILLE, SS J * 
ARK., FOR THE MURDER OF THOMAS JOHN- ; 
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he pluckily went to work again. For the intended _ 

trip in question, he had specially manufactured ¢ 4 

balloon thirty-five feet high and twenty-five foeet in ée “sy he. .& 
diameter. It was called the “Flying Cloud,” and nw ; 4 * ple and the amateur ballonist. The aerial ship was 
was mede of the finest muslin shirting, and the ma : \ iia a 


terial had been ciled and varnished. The “Flying (iim. . ss de —B——— not considered a professional 
Cloud’’ was capable of taking up but one person, ie & 7 


een than two minutes the gas had all escaped through 
’ the fiagure, and the balloon lay in a collapsed mass on 
' the sang, much to the disgust of the assembled peo- 


navigator of the air, Mr. Peduzzi hea paid much at- 
with the necessary ballast, anchor, etc., for an aerial tention to ballooning. 
voyage, The gas used was manufactured on the Ki 


—— — ——— 
beach. Eight thousand cubio ſeet of hydrogen gae yi igh a : # Frank Lambett and his wife, of Folsom, Cal., were 
was made by combining 2,000. pounds of vitriol and ~~ te axcounem a Rare rea Fie tee oe attacked, while in bed by an unknown assassin on the 
2,000 pounds of iron with 1,000 gallons of water. A THE BURSTING OF THE BALLOON AT THE WORD “GO.” night of tha 15th. Mr. Lambett wes killed. and: Mra, 
very stiff breeze from the weat prevailed during the . 


IN FRONT OF THE HOTEL BRIGHTON; CONEY ISLAND. Lambett badly wounded, 
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TONY PASTORS EXPERIENCE WITH THE HEATHEN CHINEE—AN INCIDENT OF THE GENIAL SHOWMAN’S RECENT PROFESSIONAL TRIP TO THE PACIFIO 
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CHAPTER I. 
DEAD SEA FRUIT. 

The wind swept the rain in slanting gusts down New 
York Bay onacertain October morning about ten years 
ago, and beat it into the face of a man who was standing 
forward on the deck Of a Liverpool steamer peering 
anxiously ahead through the fog to discern if possible the 
first outlines of the great city from which he had been so 
long absent. 

Although shawled closely to the throat it was possible 
to see that Henry Birmingham, returning from a consul- 
ship in Italy, was still young. His servant approached 
him and suggested that he go below since the rain per. 
meated everything. 

‘“No, Julius, he said to the faithful negro who had 
gone abroad with him and stood resolutely between his 
master and the’abominatipns ot toreign cooking—‘* as we 
approach, my anxiety intreases. I shall remain here 
until the steamer reaches. her dock.” 

And remaiv he did, looking neither to the right nor left, 
but steadfastly keeping bis gaze on that blurred shadow 
which at last revealed itself to be New York City. 

‘* Shall we — at & hotel first—the New York rꝰ asked 
Julius, 

‘* No; I will drive at first to Mr. Vandyke’s house. Do 
you think I can remain; longer without clasping my 
daughter tomy arms?” | 

Julius did not'reply, but went below to get iis master’s 
trapsin order. .; : 

At last the dock was reached and the usual hurly-barly 
ot disembarkation began. A 

Mr. Birmingham apprising” his servant again -of - the 
locality of the house in which his daughter resided with 
Mr. and Mrs. Vandyke, his old friends, lost: no tame. ia 
hastily descending the.gang plank and throwing himself 
into a carriage. 

At last!” he sighed as the vehicle rattled off to the 
address in Second avenue, Mr. Vandyke occupying one of 
these aristocratic though plain appearing mansions 
which were erected when it was thought that the 
thoroughfare would become what Fifth avenue now is. 
** At least I shall press her to my heart.” 

Although the driver lashed his horses, as he had been 
ordered to, the progress seemed slow. The cab appeared 
harnessed to snails. 

Just at this moment it would be well to relate in a few 
words the reason of the anxiety of Mr. Birmingham con- 
cerning his daughter Irene. 

She was the only offspring of a happy union, and was 
doubly dependent upon'her father since her mother’s 
death which had occurred during her early girlhood. 

When he was appointed to the position that he had so 
worthily occupied during several years, it had been the 
consul’s first intention to take his daughter with him. 
Irene was so fragile, so delicate, it seemed to him, that to 
take away his support, the tender flower would break on 
the stem. 

“The mild sky of Italy will establish her health,”’ he 
had said to himself. 

But the doctor did not agree with him. He decided that 
Irene, seventeen years of age, had a constitution too weak 
to support the least emotion; and, science having spoken, 
paternal love hadto keep silence. 

So Mr. Birmingham sailed for his consular post alone. 
In his grief, however, he had the consolation of knowing 
that he left the daughter in the hands of friends. 

One of his schoolmates, Mr. George Vandyke, descen- 
dant of an old Knickerbocker family, and the husband of 
a most charming woman, took upon himself the charge 
of the little patient, and Mra. Vandyke promised to care 
for her with all the devotion of a mother. 

Without any fear for the future the consul installed 
himself in his Italian home, and once there his greatest 
happiness, in the midst of his diplomatic duties, was his 
correspondence with his daughter. ; 

For some months the correspondence was very regular, 
but little by little the letters fiom New York became rare. 
Fearing some vague calamity, the consul wrote a very 
urgent letter to his friend Vandyke and received the fol- 
lowing reply :— 

‘* You must excuse your daughter for thinking a little 
less of you. For some time an affection has occupied her 
heart which promisesan honorable union. Do not worry 
yourself about anything. I will wateh over her.” 

Without knowing or dreaming as to how Mr. Vandyke 
had discharged his trust the re-assured father wrote that 
his confidence in his friend was all-abiding. 

From this time Irere’s letters to her father became still 
less frequent. Afterward they ceased entirely. 

Tortured by anguish the consul awaited the end of the 
fourth year that was to close his mission, but before it 
arrived his state of mind forced him to appty to the ad- 
ministration at Washington for a vacation. 

It must be mentioned that toward the close of his stay 
in Italy the unhappy Mr. Birmingham had written to 
some prominent gentlemen in New York asking them to 
obtain for him surreptitious knowledge.of his child. The 
aid of the police force, which was of some utility then, 
was invoked, but at the time absolutely no trace could 
be found of the young lady. 

Why should the guardian and his ward disappear mys- 
teriqusly from the city? 

Of that we shall know later. Without explaining now 
the circumstances that present themselves, we will con- 
fine ourselves simply to stating that at the commence- 
ment of the month in which Mr. Birmingham arrived in 
New York he received the following dispatch. 

** Your daughter has been at the point of death. To save 
hor I was obliged to take her to Colorado in order to 
sirengthen her lungs by the pure air of that section of 
conntry. To-day, revived and stronger, your Irene has 
r-turned to New York with my wife-and myself, and I am 
happy to announce the recovery of one who is our child 
us well as yours, : 

** Yours very devotedly, | GxorGE.”’ 

A father can only understan4 the joy which took pos- 
session of the consuj on receiv ing, this missive. 

He was all ready to depart, and without hesitation he 
traveled night and day for Liverpool, having beoked his 
berth by wire in advance, 

Now let us return to the hack conveying Mr. Birming- 
Nam at a furious rate through the streets. 

It was fully half-past ten o'clock when the mud bespat 


tered carriage was halted just at the beginning of Second 
avenue. 


window, 

** Impossible. sir,’ the coachman answered, * it 1s a 
funeral. There is acrowd of people. I willsee my way 
in a moment.”’ 

‘* Never mind 1 will get out for a moment,”’ the consui 
replied, as he leaped from the hack. As he did so a 
strange presentiment see:s,ed to seize him. He trembled 
like a leaf. Dimissing the driver he continued on foot to 
the number he desired. His worst fears were realized 
He made his way with a face 4s pale as that of a ghost 
through an open door-way at the side of which fluttered 
some black crape tied with white satin, and intoa rooiwn 
where on trestle work reposed a coffin surmounted by a 
crown of white roses. 

** Who is dead here !” heasked in a stifled voice. 

There was no answer. 

But in turning his haggard eyes he perceived a man 

who came and stood against the hanging draperies at the 
head of the coffin. It was Vandyke. 
_ On seeing the consul, Vandyke’s face blanched at first 
and then quick as lightning he threw himself into the 
arms of hisfriend. The consul pressed him feverishly 
against his breast. 

Poor father! he understood. 

When Vandyke with’rew himself from Birmingham’s 
embrace the strange expression on his face had disappear- 
ed. He was pale it is true; he gave way to half-stified 
sobs. but under the mask of grief one could see the work- 
ings of mephistophelian satisfaction. 

There wasa moment of silence during which the assist- 
ants drew near the poor father who, in place of a beloved 
child, had found only a corpse. 

Grief was in every soul; tears were in every eye. 

Vandyke knelt with his head on the coffin, like one de- 
prived of feeling. 

It was necessary to tear away Mr. Birmingham from the 
dear remains when the undertakers arrived to fulfill their 
sad office. He wished to follow his dear child to Green- 
wood, but it was in vain. He fell in a swoon. 

* * * * * * * 

When the consul recovered his senses he was lying upon 
a bed in a sumptuously furnished apartment, a stranger 
watching at his pillow. 

Mr. Birmingham looked about him as if bereft of 
memory. 

‘*Wheream IY” hecried. Then recollection returned, 
horrible and quick. He bent his head. and burst into 
tears, 

The stranger regarded this emotion with compassion 
which Mr. Birmingham perceived. 

‘* Where am 1%’ he repeated in a weak voice. 

** At the house of your dear friend Vandyke,”’ answered 
the stranger harshly. 

At this name the consul recoiled. 
touched a cnake. : 

** Who are yout’’ he exclaimed, qtarting up. 

**Who am I? the doctor of your daughter Irene.”’ 

** Leave me! leave me! you that could not save my child 
from dying!" 

The doctor smiled strangely. 

** Would you believe me on my word of honor?’ he re- 
plied. 

Mr. Birmingham looked at him long and fixedly. 

** Yes, yes,’’ he murmured, after an anxious examina- 
tion. 

** Well, follow me.” 

‘* Where?”’ 

‘* To my residence.”’ 

‘* What to do?’ 

‘*There I will tell you who is the murderer of your 
child.*’ 

Mr. Birmingham uttered a dreadful cry and bounded 
outof bed. 


It was as if he had 


CHAPTER IT. 
THE APPARITION. 

The funeral cortege was winding its way slowly toward 
the ferry, there to take the boat for Brooklyn. 

Some of the sympathetic lookers-on who crowded the 
street, recognized by the trappings of the hearse and the 
white flowers upon the coffin the kind of person who was 
being carried to her last resting place, and said, ‘* Poor 
young girl.”? 

In the carriage, by contrast, the mourners, tha invited, 
devoted themselves to indiflerent and common-place con- 
versation, which at times bordered on the hilarious. 

There was one genuine mourner who walked abreast of 
the hearse. He had not been invited toa seat in any one 
ofthe coaches. This young man, aged about twenty-five 
years, had a dark, frank, handsome face. It was evident 
that Frank Gaston, for such his name was, suffered keen- 
ly the loss of Irene Birmingham, and it was not hard to 
imagine that a feeling of the tenderest sentiment enter- 
tained for her prompted the grief which was really ap- 
parent to those who jostled him in Broadway. 

He was a clerk in Governmental employ at the Quaran- 
tine Station, Staten Island, and had felt for Irene, not one 
of those chance sentiments which the next pretty face 
dissipates, but had loved her deeply, tenderly, devotedly 
and honorably, 

He had met her ata reception, and had been enslaved 
ever since. On her side the ward of Vandyke was not in- 
different to the passionate regard of the young man. Ina 
word the young people loved each other without ever be- 
ing able to avow it. 

Why? Did she fear Vandyke’? Or did she wish to put 
the contemplation of marriage at a distance. 

This will be explained shortly. 

For the present we will but say that this Vandyke was 
other than he appeared to be. About forty years of age, 
he was gifted with a smiling countenance which suggest- 
ed kindness and amiability. He passed for a rich mer- 
chant in the South American line. 

Appearances were only a mask, and who ever had been 
at his office in Beaver street in the morning, and heard 
his conversation with his seedy clerk, Tom Dark, would 
have felt for him the utmost contempt and disdain. 

There was one thing that Vandyke’s business acquaint- 
ances were not aware of, and that was that he was exten. 
sively interested in the Coohe trade, and even had mouey 
invested in schooners that were sailed from this port to 
run off negroes fromthe coast of Africa. He also had 
connections with the slave marts of the far East, and was 
ready to do any stroke of contraband or shadowy business 
that promised largely. 

Not contcnt with dealing in white and black human be- 
ings, he went into the trade of usury also, usine the close- 





mouthed Dark as a cover, and in that way robbed, unpity 
ingly, all who had recourse to h'm 

Add tu this the passionate, aminal nature of. a Turkish | 
libertine, and it will easily be admitted that Vandyke 








would leave no obstacle stand in the way of satisfving his 
sensual appetites. 


ITO BE CONTINUED. } 





In Philadelphia, Pa.. on the night of the 16th. James 
Skippington was stabbed by Edward Young 


g, aged fifteen 1 
years, at Thirteenth and South streets. Young was in 


toxicated, and attacked Skippington without provocation: 


} 


| cannot get food for his family, 
| shirt and velling rive la commune! 


GLIMPSES OF GOTHAM. 


Go on coachinan !' the father shouted through the | 


| Modes of Punishment that are.Fashionable | 


at Sing Sing Prison. 


THE PRETTY PADDLE. 


Some other neat Contrivances, Including 
the Cat, for Subduing the Convicts. 


IT PAYS TO BE HONEST. 


By Paut PROWLER. 


| Written expressly for THz Povick Gazktre. | 


The recent prominence given,to Sing Sing prison by the 
controversy as to the modes of punishment used there, 
produced by the necessary killing by a threatened keeper 
of a rebellious convict,renders the subject one of sufficient 
importance for my philanthropic pen. 

But I hear a reader say, ‘‘ but come, Mr. Prowler, how 
do you make an article on Sing Sing a ‘Glimpse of 
Gotham?”’ 

And I answer that I do it in the easiest manner in the 
world, since a vast majority of the 1700 and odd gentle- 
men residing in the jail at present are so many residents 
of this city when at large and liberty. 

One statement no one will gainsay me in, and that is 
that there isn't one uf the bad lot but who would give his 
boots, and those of his relatives to catch a glimpse of 
Gotham. 

Occasionally this overwhelming fondness for New York 
assumes a virulent form, and becomes a disease some- 
what similar to small-pox. 

I am upheld in this pathological statement by the symp- 
toms. 

In both cases the victims of the disease break out. 

Not in the ‘‘ Pinafore” style of the Blackwell Island 
birds who “pull for the shore’? with more vim than 
Sankey ever put into the singing of that religio-xautical 
ballad, but by means of the trains of the Hudson River 
rai . by buying keepers, and in a variety of other 
ways.’ 

When it is noticed that a convict is pining for the me- 
tropolis, the management of the prison compromises the 
matter and give him change of air at least. 

They send him to Auburn. 

But it is not of escapes and removals that I intend to 
treat. My purpose is to first give a slight history of the 
prison, and then describe the methods of punishment that 
have been in force there since the imposing edifice was 
erected. 

It was in the morning of the 14th of May, 1825, that the 
work was commenced. Captain Elam Lynds was in 
charge of Auburn. He was ordered to detail 100 men 
from the convicts in that institution, with the privilege «-7 
selecting such persons as he saw fit for keepersand guards 
and with this force proceed to thedetermined site, and 
commence the erection of the famous stopping place. 

He immediately erected barracks capable of sheltering 
men, provisions and implements, and in tw enty- — 
hours he had commenced blasting. 

In May, 1828, six hundred cells were completed by the 
convicts chosen from Auburn for their physical strength. 
There was no inclosure to surround them: they were in 
the open field guarded by a tenth of their own number, 
and yet from the day they left their cells at Auburn to 
build those cells at Sing Sing, there was not one attempt 
at escape. 

The original plan called for a building 540 feet long, 40 
feet wide, and three stories high, which gave 600 celis. 
The cells are back to back, and encased by a wall (pierced 
with a small opening in front of each cell) which sup- 
ports the roof. Before the roof was added it was foand that 
a fourth story would be necessary.and later still other ad- 
ditions were made, so that there are over 1200 cells at 
this time, and they are not sufficient. 

Gentle reader, do you wish to know the dimensions of 
the cells, those dismal rooms which, let us hope, neither 
you nor I will ever occupy. 

Still, you can’t tell—it’s a strange world. 

The cells are seven feet in depth, seven in height by 
three and a haif in width in the clear. The dividing 
walls are eighteen inches thick, and the ceiling stones of 
about the same measurement, the same stone forming the 
roof of one cell and the floor of the one above it. Iron brack- 
ets hold up the galleries. 

Sing Sing began business when 600 cells were finished. 
** Newgate,”’ the prison in this city, was then abandoned 
and sold. It was situated on the block bounded- by 
Amos, Christopher and Washington streets on the north, 
east and south, and by the North river (now West street) 
on the west. 

This delectable place was first opened as a prison on 
November 25th, 1797. 

It was on the 7th of March, 1824, that the Sing Sing act 
was passed by the legislature, and Stephen Allen, Samuel 
Miles Hopkins and George Tibbitts were appointed com- 
missioners to put it in execution. 

It was for the purpose of working the quarries there- 
abouts with convicts that Sing Sing was decided upon as 
the locality, and it may not be generally known that 
Grace Church, on Broadway, is — of stone hewn by 
these quarry slaves. 

I shouldn’t wonder elther if some of the saintly pure 
who have worshiped in the most expensive manner in 
Grace Church have not, owing to little irregularities 
which are apt to happen, had a chance to hew some of 
this very stone. 

It mustn’t be forgotten that Sing Sing 1s a —— 
ing penal institution, and it this very fact which I con- 
sider makes it a great curse to the community and to the 
convicts, which is certainly not what a reformatory in- 
stitution ought to be. 

It demoralizes the men, and gives them no opportunity 
for that change of character, which a residence at the 
place is fondly believed by the average citizen to bring 
about. 

I'll bet a silver dollar I have with that Philadelphia 
girl’s picture on, that I wouldn't be in a pliable-condition 
morall@after day in and day out of the hardest kind of 
work at stove-molding, which is the principal convict 
industry just now. 


It is also an outrage upon the laboring classes, who are 


not guilty of any offense outside of being poor and with- 


| out work. 


When I think of these 1,700 thieves, murderers, forgers 
and burglars hammering away while the honest artisan 
I feel like putting on a red | 


Iam not joking. It’s an outrage, a blot on civilization, 


| and a disgrace on the state. 


But the men must be put at hard labor, you say; good. 


Let them break stone. and carry rocks from place to | 


place only to do it allover again 


{ ° : A 2 * 
; What we should strive to accomplish with a felon is his 


punishment, not the punishment of the workingman out- 
| side the walls. 
| But It’s too warm to write on this topic. I’ll cool off by 
| quoting what an ex-convict has to say about it, in a letter 
| he has written to the papers. 
**T will premise by stating tbat I have visited all the 
| principal penal institutions in Europe. While serving on 
the Western press, some years ago, I was sent to investi- 
| gate the working and management of the State prisons in 
| Illinois, Missouri, and Ohio, and I have just returned 
| from a year’s residence in Sing Sing. 
| * 
| 
| 


* * * * * * * * 


“The contract system is degrading to the dignity of 
| government and the majesty of law; it has the most per- 
| nicious influence on the convict, causing him naturally 
| to think that crime is simply a vehicle of profit and 
| wealth to certain favored business men; it is antagenistic 
| to the aim and end of a prison—constantly interfering 
with rules and measures paramount to the reform of the 


| conv icts—and it is a cruel wrong to the industrious work- 
| ing classes of a nation.”’ 


PUNISHMENTS. 


The convict who speaks so rationally has also some- 
thing to say about the punishments at Sing Sing. He says 
that Mr. Davis insists that paddling is necessary. Miss 
Linda Gilbert, the prisoner's friend, who has done so 
much to make the sunshine of sympathy stream into the 
cells and the flowers of humanity to blow about the bars, 
thinks that it is not only uncalled for, but it is barbarity 
with which the Russian knout enters into comparison. 

Looking back upon my youth, I remember something 
about pajdiing as a corrective measure, but not having 
taken notes at the time of much else than a carpet pattern 
within a foot of my nose, I am not prepared to state any- 
thing positive. 

From all accounts the Sing Sing paddling is a terrible 
physica! ordeal, and since I have heard of it every honest 
impulse in my heart has been in fuil flower. . 

You couldn’t hire me now, as I did once, to play a 
twenty-cent piece upon the Church, the venerable deacon 
thinking it was a quarter all the while. 

The paddling is rather a new institution at Sing Sing, I 
opine. It by no means exhausts the ingenuity of punish- 
ment in vogue there. To prevent monotony several other 
modes are practiced. I presume each has its supporters. 
I don’t like them all with a dislike of the most beautiful 
impartiality. 

The paddle first introduced was a wooden affair, about 
twenty-five inches long, and four or five inches in width. 
1t was perferrated with holes and each time it struck the 
victim and was quickly withdrawn the apertures acted 
as suckers which raised blisters on the flesh and some- 
times brought parts of it away. The culprit was ina 
standing position, with his feet in iron bands fastened to 
the floor, and his hands raised above his head, secured in 
iron bracelets. In this position the fearful instrument of 
punishment was vigorously applied by lusty keepers. 
Many cases of rupture and other permenent injuries were 
thus made common. Principally through the exertions of 
Dr. Ferguson at Clinton prison, and of whom all convict’ 
speak in the kindest terms, a change was made which 
robs the paddle of some of its terrurs, but still makes it a 
sufficiently dreaded instrument of torture. The position 
of the culprit to be exercised upon is now changed. In- 
stead of being triced up, he is bound toa frame work, 
slightly higher than a table. In front of it are 
fastened to the floor two slippers without heels, the 
victim’s feet are placed in these and securely fastened. 
He is then required to bend over the frame, which has a 





broad leather strap, on which his loins rest, and another 
to support his chest. His hands are outstretched above 
his head, and fastened to the sides of the frame. His 
partaloons are unloosened and dropped to his feet, and 
thus exposed the paddling begins. The style of the paddle 
has also been changed, but it is questionable whether the 
new invention is any more merciful. It is made of sole- 
leather, shaped like the paddle of a canoe. It is of double 
thickness, sewed together at the ends and edges, and se- 
curely fastened to a round wooden handle. The blade is 
twenty-one to twenty-four inches in length, and from four 
to five inches in width. The handle is from five to nine 
inches long. The leather is kept moist by being soaked in 
water. When well laid on, as it usually is, it does not 
take many blows to make the toughest hide feel very 
sore. 

Of course there’s the cat, ‘silent be,“ etc. Why acat 
should have both nine lives and nine tailsis another thing 
I could never find out. I havea picture before me illus- 
trating how the cat is applied. The convict is lashed to 
the finor, face down, his arms and legs being fastened to 
rings. Then a gentleman who looks fierce enough to be 
nained Macduff, ** lays on“ while another looks on. 

I have seen more cheerful pictures. 

Up to 1819 the only punishment permitted by law was 
solitary confinément with a bread and water diet. The 
others cropped up afterwards. The shower-bath was a 
hideous contrivance. The convict was held in stocks, and 
his head was encased by a trough-like collar, into which 
water was thrown by the pailful from above. It rapidly 
becomes high tide, and a man’s chances of dying are as 
convenient there as he could possibly desire. In an arti- 
cle on the prison, written some years ago, there is this 
statement: ‘‘ The greatest amount of water ever recorded 
as run on a convict was upon a man named Niles, a law- 
yer from New York, who was sent up for attempts, in 
connection with a notorious woman, to blackmail some 
wealthy citizens. It was estimated that three hogsheads 
were run on him before he consented to tell the truth, ad- 
mit his faults, and promise future good behavior.”’ 

The chain and ball and the Bishop’s miter, have also 
been used. We all know what the chain and ball are. 
They are articles of jewelry which no one is even vain of, 
and those who wear them never get along as fast in life as 
others upon whom they have never been riveted. 

Taking the kindliest view of them possible, they are cer- 
tainly very inconvenient. The bishop’s miter is an open 
frame of iron, in two parts, hinged at the back, and fas- 
tened in front with a padlock. It is placed over the of- 
fender’s head, who wears it nigbt and day, or did rather, 
since itis not in vogue now. Neither are the bath and the 
**Spanish Crib,” which wasa cheerful, coffin-like box, 
that bent you double and kept you that way. 

The ‘* Wooden Horse ’’ and the Voke“ were also quite 
fashionable at one time. 

But such things change just as the styles in silk hets 
do. ¥ 
| Yhumb-screws and pulley are occasionally resorted to, 
| but more in the Trenton jail than at Sing Sing. 

The Jersey institution, if we can credit all we have 
| heard of it, takes the belt as the champion punishing 
| place. But what can you expect of Jersey—a State where 
| | the highest court decided to render its decision as to a new 
| trial in the Smith-Bennett case on the day after the lower 
court had sentenced them to be executed! 

This is an actual! fact. 

The dark cell and bread and water system alse obtains 
at Sing Sing, and there are those who claim that it is the 
best method of subduing refractory prisoners ever in- 
vented. 

On the other 








side, officers of experience assert that it is 
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the most barbarous, and liable to inflict injuries from 
which the convict may never recover. } 


The records show one case where a man was kept three 
months on bread and waiter ii: a dark cell, and then re- 
leased on account of the officers b-coming alarmed at his 
physical condition. 

I should think 20. Why,I am running down slightly on 
average boarding-house fare, with a chance to go to Long 
Branch, Coney Island and Rockaway. 

And with pe-mission from the authorities to hear 





Crook’s Band at the Battery. 
After all there’s nothing ike liberty. 
great deal in preference to death. 
Reader! if you have conceived the idea of going to Fall 
River, and becoming the treasurer of a mule-spinning 
mill, peruse this article again, and give up the idea. 


LEFT HER HOME; 


Give me liberty a 








OR. 
The Trials and jens of 3 Poor Girl 
BY BRACEBRIDGE HEMYNG, ESQ. 
(‘JACK HARKAWAY.” 





|‘‘ Left Her Home,” was commenced in No. 86. Buck 
numbers can be obtained of any News Agent, or direct 
from the Publisher. ] 





[Written expressly for THE NATIONAL PoLice Gazette. } 
CHAPTER XV. 


(Continued. ) 

Before the scream that rose to her lips could be uttered, 
the strong hand of Waters was pressed over her mouth, 
and seized in the strong grasp of the two villains, she was 
borne, despite her struggles, toward the ruined pier. 

As they reached it her captors set her down for a 
moment, while Waters gagged her with a handkerchief 
and a peculiarly-shaped bit of wood which he took from 
his pocket. 

At the same time he produced a murderous-looking sand 
club, and balanced it ominously in his hand. 

Casting a quick glance around he said to his terror- 
stricken accomplice, who was shaking as if in an ague 
fit— 

** As well here as any where, eh?’”’ 

And he raised the fearful weapon to strike the half- 
fainting girl. 

But the blow was never delivered, for, just as he poised 
the instrument of death in his hand, the sharp report of 
a pistol rang out upon the still night air, and Star Var- 
num staggered and nearly fell to the ground, uttering a 
cry of rage and pain, just as two dark figures rushed from 
the shadow of the trees and rapidly approached them. 

In his surprise at this sudden onslaught, Waters dropped 
his club, and let go his hold of Fanny, who sank senseless 
to the ground. 

At the same instant, Varnum, from whose breast the 
life-blood was spurting in a thick stream ,sprang upon him 
like a tiger. 

‘* Dog,”’ he hissed, as he seized Waters by the throat, 
‘*you have betrayed me, and to my death, but you shall 
not live to profit by your treachery !"” 

And as he spoke he plunged a keen dagger nearly to the 
hilt in Waters’s body. 

The villains fell together, wounded and dying. just as 
Frank Steers and Robert Carter, for it was the former who 
had fired the shot, reached them. 

First releasing Fanny from the gag, Robert lifted her 
tenderly in his arms and laid her-down softly on the grass. 
Then at Frank’s call he joined his friend who was striv- 
ing vainly to render some aid to the two wounded men. 

‘* It’s no use.“ gasped Waters, faintly as Frank endea_ 
vored to stanch the flow of blood. ‘I’m done for. I’ve 
got to cash in my checks this call. But Ill do one act of 
justice before its too late. That infernal scoundrel there,’’ 
pointing to Varnum, who was now too weak to speak, 
**has killed me, and I hope you’ve killed him. He hired 
me to put the lady out of the way. Come closer,’ he con- 
tinned, ‘‘ I can hardly speak. I am the man who married 
her to Star Varnum, and it was a real, legal marriage."’ 

** What,’ said Robert, ‘‘ are you really a clergyman?’’ 

‘*T am a regularly ordained minister, although I’vc been 
a bad egg, but I’ve never been found out, for I didn’t be- 
long in these parts. But it wouldn’t have mattered whether 
I was a clergyman or not, forthe ceremony would have 
been a legal one anyway, according to the laws here. Go 
to my room at No. — West Twenty-fourth street, and you 
will tind proofs of all I say in my trunk. That hound 
there knows the truth. and that’s why he wanted to kill 
the girl. Speak up,’’ he continued, addressing Varnum, 
‘* you know it’s so.“ 

But it was too late to look for any response from his 
companion in crime. Star Varnum had gone to his last 
account. 

** Beat me, by G—d,”’ said the hardened ruffian.”’ 
I’ll be with him soon enough, if all tales are true.”’ 
He sank rapidly, and although Frank and Robert did a!’ 
that was possible, in a few moments he had breathed his 

last. 

‘**Whatin heaven’s name shall we do now?” asked 
Robert, shocked by this terrible scene. 

‘*Take Fanny home, leave tne bodies here, and say 
nothing.’’ 

‘* What of our hackman?”’ 

** He could have heard nothing at such a distance, be- 
sides I have a way of keeping him quiet if neceesary.”’ 

All was done as Frank suggested and almost before 
Fanny had fairly recovered consciousness she was re- 
stored to the arms of Mrs. Fleming. 

Two days later all New York rang with the details, so 
far as the astute police and the ubiquitous reporters could 
glean them, of what was aptly termed the ‘Terrible 
River Tragedy,’’ but those who knew the real facts kept 
their own counsel, and the mystery, like many another 
from the bustling life of the great city, was never re- 
vealed. 

A few months later Robert and Fanny were united, and 
found together that happiness which they so well de- | 
served. 

As may be well supposed Fanny made no claim as she 
might legally have done, for any share of Star Varnum’s | 
fortune, for Waters’s statements proved to be entirely cor- | 
rect. She agreed w‘th Robert that they could not touch | 
money from such a source. 

And what of poor Lizzie Cameron ? 
Alas, her fate was that of many, nay of a'l, who enter 
upon the fearful life which ends only in degradation, ruin 
and despair. The Island, the Charity Hospital and the 

pauper’s grave in Potter’s Field. 

Happy in a home ruled by love, with little ones at her 
knee, and husband whom she proudly deems the best of | 
men, Fanny’s thoughts rarely revert, even for a moment, | 
to the time when she ** Left Her Home,” and entered | 
upon ** The Trials and Temptations of a Poor Girl.” 

THE END. 


Well, 


CITY CHARACTERS. 
THE MILKMAN. 





A Slight Sketch of the Zulu who Yawps at 
Five O’clock A. M. 





BY COLONEL LYNX. 





[Written expregsly for the Potice Gazxtte. | 

It was a long while before I got to know a milkman in 
private life. I had fora conside..abie period been anxious 
to form the acquaintance of one, because I was engaged 
at the time upon the writing of a book which hada good 
deal to do with the effects of remorse, and I fondly thought 
that since the milkman must naturally be a prey “to that 
mental dyspepsia it would a jofly idea to get on femiliar 
tertns with him and gradually obtain a confession from 
him. 

But I was uttorly astonished, when the long looked for 
introduction came at last, to find in my milkman a rather 
blithe personage who was much given to singing songs 
like ‘‘The Babies on Our Block,” and to disporting him. 
self generally like one who was as free from cate as 9 
bird or a custom house clerk. 

This upset all my theories at once. { had determined 
that no one save rejected lovers, the authors of bad plays 
damned, or damned bad plays, and misanthropes gener- 
ally ever went into the cow-and-hydrant combination 
business, and I could see in their unearthly yells which 
curdled the blood if they didn’t the milk, nothing but the 
logical vocal expression of the agony of mind which they 
must be comtinually suffering. 

However, I will take the milkmaa just as he is, and en- 
deavor to describe him. : 

In the first place, before I descend to personal details, 
he sells absolutely pure milk. He has heard of the swill 
business at Bliseville and in the rotting stables of East 
New York, and he wonders how any human being can de- 
scend to such traffic. As for his milk, the cow herself 
would cheerfully give her affidavit as to its genuineness 
if such a thing were possible. 

This is a good place to say sew.’ <ditorially that I didn’t 
pity a bit those Brooklyn misers whose little stomachs 
were rendered Mount Etnas and Vesuviuses during the 
busy season, by the consuming of milk sold at two and 
three cents a quart. 

Demand always regulates supply. Where there is a 
community *© putridly mean as to be willing to drink 
milk at two cents the quart, when oi."y « fair to middling 
article is worth three times as mueh, you will always 
find diseasei cows and unscrupulous vendors, one to 
supply the material and the other to see that the econo- 
mists get it. . 

My milkman arrives invariably in the middle of a most 
gorgeous dream which he knocks into more cocked hats 
than the entire Continental army wore. 

Yesterday morning I had drawn the prize in the Havana 
lottery and was just calculating how much good money 
could be gotten out of 200,000 pesos when he yawped. 
What he said I can’t spell, but all my gentle readers are 
familiar with the sound. I am informed by an old army 
friend who has just returned from the Transvaal, bringing 
with him for me a very pretty assegai, that there is a 
wonderful resemblance between the how] of the milkman 
and the Zulu when he is about to make a charge. 

If such is the case I can readily understand the death 
of the Prince Imperial and the precipitate flight of 
Lieutenant Cary. . 

My friend finds the sounds to be not exactly, but ap- 
proximaiciy unlike. -He states that there is a softer 
cadence about the Zulu’s lower register. 

T have frequently gotten out of bed on the arrival of the 
milkman and observed him. From this you naturally in- 
fer that mine is a front apartment.- It is, sir, and is 
furnished, I may be allowed to state in that style of sub- 
dued magnificence for Which Mrs. Stewberry, who is 
always noted for her invariably good table, is fam 





presence of water. But what are vou going to do’ 
nish your cows with silk umbrellas!” 

I suggested that if he did, not to forget to obtain red ones 
for the bulls. 

The milkmen of this city have a Mutually Protective 
Association, and are a large and prosperous class. They 
are respectable members of the community, and an orna_ 
ment to the State. Still that ghonlish vell in the morning 
bars them from}the homes of the ancient Knickerbockers. 
In my opinion they inspire dread. There are men who 
have told me that they would rather go to a war-dance of 
the Choctaw Indians than a picnic of the milkmen, and I 
guess the objection is well founded. 

I am a warrior, with scores of wounds which modesty 
alone prevents me from showing, but | would rather not 
be too intimate with this baritone or tenoro robusto, as 
the case may be, who skims through the morning with 
his war-whoop, awakening all the babies, and utterly 
banishing sleep. 

Rather would I associate with a trunk hustler on the 
New Jersey Southern, and beyond him there is nothing 
but the untutored barbarian of the forest. 


Fur- 


‘ 








WAFTINGS FROM THE WINGS. 


at the Various Theatres—Events Next 
Week—Cast of Boucicault’s New Play. 





The list of companies at the various city theatres of 
prominence are as follows, so far as made out to date. 
Wallack’s—Mr. Gilbert, Mr. Floyd, Mr. Holland, Mr. 
Beckett, Mr. Shannon, Messrs. Leonard; Edwin, and Ey- 
tinge, Mme. Ponisi, Miss Boniface, Miss Germon, Miss 
Pearl Eytinge and the Misses Bartlett. Union Square— 
Mr. Charles R. Thorne, Mr. Harry Courtaine, Mr. Walden 
Rameey, Mr. John Parselle, Mr. J. H. Stoddart, Mr. W J. 
Lemoyne, Mr: F. Daly, Mr. H. W. Montgomery, Mr. W. S. 
Quigley, Miss Sara Jewett, Miss Ellie Wilton, Miss Maud 
Harrison, Miss Ida Vernon, Mra. Wilkins, Mrs. Phillips 
and Miss Sarah Cowell. Madison Syuare—Mr. Steele 
Mackaye, Mr. Thomas Whiffin, Mr. Joseph Frankan, Mr. 
8. W. Percy, Mr. C. W. Couldock, Miss Alfa Merrill. Miss 
Effie Elsler, Miss Blanche Galton. Booth’s—Mr. John 
Clayton, Mr. John Brougham, Mr. Dominick Murray, Mr. 


List of Companies Engaged for the Season 


*“ young, handsome and able to dance.”’ 
sand of them myself. 


I know ten thou 


MARQUIS OF LORGNETTE. 





BovutLurerR, the Frenchman who outraged the Kearney 
girl at Caribou, N. B., has since died of the wounds re- 
ceived while being arrested. 


In a difficulty at Centerville, La., on the 16th, George 
Parrish, ward constable, was shot and instantly killed by 
Louis Wendal. The murderer was arrested. 


Tue Crooks tragic mystery near Pottstown,Pa., has been 
solved. Samuel Crooks, a well to do farmer, living two 
miles from that place, went to the residence of Justice of 
the Peace George B. Lessig, on the night of the 16th, for 
the purpose, it is supposed, of making a complaint of as- 
sault, but the justice was not in, and before he could ar- 
rive, became insensible and died in an unconscious condi- 
tion the following day. Examination revealed the fact 
that his head was covered with cuts and bruises inflicted 
with a blunt instrument. The coroner’s jury decided that 
the crime was committed by Jefferson Jack and Horace 
Hallman. The twomen have been committed to Jail, to 
answer the charge of.murder at the next session of the 
Montgomery county court. Jack is seventy-six years old, 
aleading and wealthy farmer, of Pottrgrove township. 
Hallman is a hired man inthe employ of Mr. Jack. The 
affair has. creuted intense excitement in the vicinity. 
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ADVERTISING. 

FEW advertisements will be inserted on this page at 

50e. per line, met, payable in advance, for each 
and every insertion. No electrotypes or advertisements 
of a questionable character accepted. 
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HARE HILL'S Ge 
Parlors and Shoo’ 
Restaurant attached, 
Street, and 147, 149 


assi 
na y. Grand Sacred teve 
change aud new faces every weet: 





Harry Edwards, Miss Rose Coghlin, Miss Marie Prescott, 
Miss Ada Gilman, and other well-known players. The 
opening piece will be a melodrama of the ‘‘ Two Orpans” 
type, entitled ‘‘ Rescued.’’ Standard—Miss Rose Le Clerq, 
Miss Almayne, Miss Eleanor Aiken, Miss Aveling, Mr. Ed- 
ward 8. Gofton, Mr, Gerald Eyre, Mr. Harry Aveling, Mr. 
Philip Beck, Mr. Harry Barfoot, Mr. Charles Lobbett, Mr. 
Leonard 8. Outram, Mr. Wilmot Eyre, Mr. Percy Lyndall, 
Mr. Denby Newton. Fifth Avenue—No regular stock com- 
pany. The French Opera Comique people appear Sept. 
11th, under the management of Maurice Grau. Mlle. 
Paola Marie, Mile. Angell and Mr. Victor Capoul will be 
the principal artists. Daly’s Theatre—Miss Ada Rehan, 
Mr. Charles Fisher, Mr. Davidge, Mr. John Drew, Miss 
Louise Leighton, Mr. Walter Edmonds, and Mr. Harry 
Lacy. are all that are spoken of so far. Niblo’s Garden— 
Mr. J. B. Studley, Mr. Samuel Hemple, Miss Rose Lee, 
Miss Campbell and others. Mile. Rossi, Mile. Cornalta 
and Mlle. Cappelin are the premie‘es daustesee. Haverly’s 
Theatre—No regular stock company hereeither. TheCol- 
ville Company come on August 28th, and then the Cri- 
terian Comedy Company. 
Smith’s Tourists, and Gotthald’s Combination who will 
produce the ‘Octoroon.’’ Grand Opera House—This 
theatre will produce a succession of stars and combina- 
tions. Park—Mrs. Agnes Booth, Mrs. G. H. Gilbert, Miss 
Sidney Cowell, Mr. James Lewis, Mr. J. E. Whiting, Mr. 
T. G. Riggs, Mr. W. F. Owen, Mr. William Callington, and 
Mr. F. Bond. 


George Fawcett Rowe's play ‘*‘ Wolfert’s Roost,’ with 
John F. Raymond as the principal attraction was pro- 





(Mem. Have about 3,000 marked copies sent to the 
house, it may do me sqme good). 

This mijkman is an Armand, a romantic fellow ina 
short green-barred coa’ and arakish straw hat, who is 
‘* mashing *’ the servant girls right and left utterly re- 
gardiless as to the consequences. 

With my own eyes I have seen him kiss the girl in our 
house, and then repeat the operation in conjunction with 
the girl opposite, who has hair the color of the Locust 
Grove fire. Is this the right kind of ‘‘ racket?’ Oh, 
milkman, milkman, beware of the day, when our Bridget 
shall meet you in battle array, for the thought of your 
love is now in her head, altho’ as you know you are fast 
mar-ri-ed. 

It istootrue. I have investigated the subject and find 
that this‘ five o’clock in the morning ” gallant, has an 
interesting family and five children. The eldest, aged 
eleven years, is to succeed his father. The youngest, 
aged six months, is already in the milk-business on his 
own account. 

The interesting question arises, what business is it of 
mine’ Frankly it is tone, but my tender heart and 
moral susceptibilities shrink from contemplation of this 
area dalliance. — 

Anoiher one of th@@nteresting questions concerning the 
milkman is that bearing upon the possible titties at which 
he sleeps. When he reaches the house it is already high 
noon fur hin, and by nine o'ctock, I should judge, it was 
his evening. The horse has to be harnessed whei he 
first awakes, and then a visit paid to the depot or ferry 
where his cans arrive. His route is along one, and it 
takes & considerable time to fool with the kitchen maids. 
Add also the delay occasioned by an occasional fight 
with the baker—for they are rivals and deadly enemies— 
and it does not leave much margin for rest and recre- 
ation. 

And yet I have met our milkman along in the after- 
noon, walking Broadway az unconcernedly es if he had 
never heard of a can or a lactometer. 

How they hate this scientific apparatus which detects 
to a fraction the amou-it of water in their commodity! It 
is not so much in use now as formerly, two or three whole. 
some convictions in the Court of General Sessions, having 
made them careful of the observance of that Board of 





Health Commandment which says: ‘‘Thou Shait Not 
Commit Adulteration.”’ 

Some honest and ent¢’prising people have instituted a 
cow which gives bottled milk, or at any rate I know that 
I took tea last week with a faimily in Harlem, and the 


| lady, holding up a quart bottle for my inspection, said: 


“Colonel, IT can’t give you any cream in your tea, but 
I'll furnish you with a novelty in the shape of pure milk 
Do you see this bottle?’ : 

* Yes, ma’ain.”’ 


‘When it reached ine it was sealed—just a itrame | 


from the cow.”* 


Wonderful, isn’t it, the improvements we are constantly | 


making. 
I have interviewed about 10,000 milkmen, and not one 

of them, even, putsadrop of waterinhiscans. That's 

what they say, and you are bound to believe them. 
“Sometimes the cows get damp,” 


one of them up at 
Goshen told me, 


“and then the lactometer discovers the 


duced last Monday night at Wallack’s. It was a failure, 
being a melange of slovenly writing, inartistic construc- 
tion, fair acting, retty music and beautiful scenery. 
Mr. Rowe is not adic of any very earnest work, or, at 
least, to make the remark more charitable, ‘he has not as 
yetdone any. ‘ Brass’’ was a clap-tcap affair, ‘* fact, I 
assure you,” and *‘ Fifth Avenue,” produced at Booth’s 
several seasons &go was as poor a piece as I have ever 
looked at. 


* * & & * 4 8 & * * # @ 


Miss Adele Belgarde who wants to learn how to act, 
and who, very fortunately, has money of her own which 
gives her the leisure, made a fair debut last Monday night 
at Haverly’s Theatre as Rosalind in ** As You Like It.” 
She is in dead earnest, and I expect to hear good reports 
of her in two or three years. At present she is too callow, 


and not natural enough. 


* @@ — * *# # & * * *# © 


On the 25th inst. Miss Marion Darcy will play an en. 
gagement of one week at the Park, in this city, supported 
by Mr. Joseph Wheelock and a selected company, She 
will produce a drama called ‘‘ The Living Statue.’’ 

* *# @ & * *# & & * *# @& @ 

How 1s it that Miss Maude Granger, outside of the sup- 
portin ‘*‘ My Partner,” Bartley Campbells new play, of 
which Mr. A. M. Palmer, of the Union Square, makes the 
extraordinary remark that he thinks it a clever affair! 
How is it that Miss Granger is not mentioned as a regular 
member of any of the stock companies? We shall miss 
this kandsome woman with her elegant dressing. 

$+ *# @ «@& * * © @ * * &@ @ 

the following is the full cast of Rescued,“ Mr. Bouci. 
cault’s new play, which will open the season at Booth’s: 
The Kari of Mountaudley, Mr, Billings; Lady Sybil Fer- 
rera, Miss Rose Coghlan; Ruskoo, Mr. George Clarke; John 
Weatherly, Mr. John Clayton; Jerry Tarbox, Mr. Domin 
ick Murray; My. Manifold, Mr. Harry Edwards; Dickale, 
u aewsboy, Miss Ada Gilman; Phenix O'Reilly, Mr. John 
Brougham; Widdicoff, Mr. W. Herbert; Midge, Miss Ada 
Gilman; Bliad Biddy, Mrs. Cecile Kush; Jane Garside, 
Miss Marie *rescott; Maggie, Miss Kelsey; Jennie, Miss 
Barnicoat; Dan, Miss P. Eytinge. 


** # © * * & # * * & @ 


‘**Chowder”’ has made a hit at the Theatre Comique. 
It’s a good deal better than the article served out at Coney 
Island. The management have gone into its production 
with all their Hart and—Harrigan. 

* *# * *@ * *@ # 4 


* *# & & 


*- The Magic Slipper’’ is the name of the new burlesque 
to be produced by the Colville Company. * Old Boots,” [ 


suggest, e- a title for a travesty on it. 
* @ * *# *# @ 





| 2 
| %r. Sydney Rosenfeld is not superintending the fortunes 


“nd misfortunes of any dramatic paper just at present. 


* a * a 


* * & # * * & * _ * * *# 
| Onnext Monday, August 25th, the Grand Opera House 
| opens, with Mr. Joseph Murphy in ©’ The Kerry Gow.” 
** & @ ** e @ alley cs ay er 


**Pinafore’’ suits the Aquarium. The 
| turned into singing schools of fish. 


j e* * @# @ * e+ *&# @ 


tanks are all 


* = . * 


Niblo’s opens Thursday of next week, August 28th. 


Standard ”’ 


j + 


The ** 


* . . * * * * * 


After them are the Frolique’s; : 











MEDICAL. — 


ANHOOD Restored.—Prescription. Free. 
8 iy Cure of Weakn 

Any Drugeist has the 

78 Rasenn street, New ork. 








For the 

ess, Loss of Manhood , 
t_or by indiscretion or excess. 
mts. Address Davivsen & Co., 





CARD.—To all who are suffering from the errors and 
indiscretions of youth, nervous weakness, carly decay, 
man yo will send a receipt that wil. cure 

t discovered 

idressed 





AN’S MISSION on Earth.—A Popular Meadical Trea- 





tise, clearly explaining the hidden causes which 
vitality and shorten the duration of life, with hints fer 
the removal of the same gee Bt overtaxed powers 
may be fully re aud obstacles to marriage overcome. 
By mail, 25 centa; currency or pos stamps. - Address © 
SECRATARY, ys oh and Art, 480 
6th Avenue, Néw: York Ree eae — 


ap mt 





peev™ Sandelwogd Capailéa—The safest, speediest,” 
most reliable cure for diseases of the Urinary Organs; 
fast superseding all other remediés.' Béware of danger:. 


_oug imitations, none genuine unless having '* Doctita ” 


oneach box. Dunpas Dick & Co., New York. Explana- 
tory cirqular mailed free on application. Sold at all Drug 
Stores. 














LOTTERIES. 








STATE LOTTERY COMPANY. 












This Institution was regularly incorporated b: - 
— — ioe Prete for Educa * tnd Gharliente wee. 
THE or Twenty-rive Yuars, i: 
which contract the inviol fe faith of State iv p ned, 
reserved teins Gf $60.00" — 
112th Monthly Urand Distribution, New Orleans, Septem. 
ber 9th. 185 iT prizes, total, $11 E $e. i 
10,000, $5,000, pic. 1 , two : Nlars ; 
alves, one. @1) dollar. ‘M.A. Di IN, P.O. 
Box 692, New Orleans, La.; same at. Broadway, 
New York.!. 
4° MISCELLANEOUS. 





— — 





TO 940 per ai me. Samples worth @5 ¢se. 
$5 Tost dag, — 
ULL Dre sand M ’ 
F Birest, . Ties at Marx Mayer's, 100 Fulton 
WEEK in your town. T Sh.0 
$66 Gree. Address H. Haturrr & Co. Portland Maine. 


SCARCE Books, Pdotos, &c. Circulars sent sealéd f 
8 stamp. Address Monnon Carp Co., Bloomington tana” 


$72 A WEEK. 


outfit free. 

HOYOS of Actresses, 6 for 25c. Comic Subjects, 3. for 
25¢. Catalogue of Photos and Bo ka, 3c. F.D. Toe 

248 Stee Strest Chicago. Til. — — 


dh] () TO- $1,000 invested in Wall Street Stoc 

$10 fortunes every month. Book sent free * tainting 
everything. Address Baxter & Co Bankers 17 Wal 
Street, New York. 


HOTOS—Actresses5c. Special subjects 10c. each, 8 
25c. , 75c. a’ doz. Catalogues of Photos, Choice Book™. 
&c., 3c. N. L. Wuitney, 67 Jackson Street, Chicago, Ill. 


EWSDEALERS, Canvassers and Subsecripti 
4 who heve os sireaay * = —— —3 — 4 "ad 
resses, will confer a favor on themselv 
lisher by forwarding the same at once. icra ti ae 


YNCH’S Diamond Store, 925 Broadway, n 
L Street. The largest and finest assortment of Diamond 
Ear-rings, Crosses, s, Rings, Pink Pearls, Cats’ Eyes, 
Jewelry, Silverware, 4&c., at prices 25 per cent. lower than 
any other house. . 














$12 a day at home easily made. Cost! 
‘Address Trur & Co., —* Maine. 




















Gas French Transparent Playing Cards, each 
card contains a rich, rare and spicy scene visible only 
when held to the light. Warranted to suit. Full play 

deck of 52 cards sent by mail for 50 cents, prepaid. * 


Patricx, Box 5257, on, Mass. 
UDGE for Yourself.—By sending 35 «ents with ace 
e) height, color of eyes and hair vou will receive by re. 





, turn mail a correct photograph of your future husband or 


| P. O. Drawer 33 Fultonville, 


wife, with name and date of jpasriage. Address W. Fox, 





GOOD PLAN.—The most profitable way for dealing 
41 in stocks is by combining many orders and re-opera 
ting them as a whole, dividing profits pro rata among the 
shareholders, according to the market. Each customer 


| thus se-ures all the advantage of immense capital and 


wants fifty young ladies, who shall be | PoLice Gazette office, 2, 4 an 


expericnced skill, and can use any amount from $10 to 
$10,000) or more, with equal proportionate success. ‘*New 
York Stock Reporter’’ and new circular mailed free 
Full information for any one to operate successfully. 
Lawrence & Co., 57 Exchange Place, New York. 





be for sale cheap. About 3UU Ibs. Mimiou and 2UC Ibs. 

. Agate, in cases and tied up; in good condition; proof 

will he seut on application; this is an excellent oppor- 

tunity and a bargain. Apply to kcreman, Nations} 
6 Reade st., New York. 
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WILLIAM E. ENGLISH, A YOUNG INDIANAPOLIS LAWYER, HEARING OF TEE MARRIAGE OF ANNIE FOX, A VARIETY ACTRESS, OF WHOM EE WAS 
ENAMORED, COMES ALL THE WAY TO NEW YORK TO GET UP A THRILLING BUT HARMLESS NIGHT SENSATION ON THE BOWERY.—Sze Page 11. 





